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KIRSTEEN.

THE STORY OF A SCOTCH FAMILY, SEVENTY YEARS AGO.

CHAPTER X,

“Ir was just & very bonny ball,”
said Mary. “No, I was not disap-
pointed at all. I danced with young
Mr. Campbell of the Haigh, and once
with old Glendochart, who is a very
well-mannered man, though he is not
80 young as once he was.”

“He was by far, and by far, the
nicest there,” cried Kirsteen with
enthusiasm.

“ For them that like an auld Joe,”
said Mary demurely. Kirsteen had
no thought of “Joes” old or young,
but she thought with pleasure that
she had gained a friend.

¢ The Duke took me for his daughter
—and oh! if there was such a person
she would be a happy lass. Aunt
Eelen, did you ever hear i

Kirsteen cast a glance round and
checked further question, for her
father consuming a delicate Loch
Fyne herring, with his attention con-
centrated on his plate, and Mary
seated primly smiling over her scone,
were not at all in sympathy with the
tale she had been told last night.
Miss Eelen, with the tray before her
on which stood the teapot and tea-
cups, peering into each to count the
lumps of sugar she had placed there,
did not appear much more congenial,
though there were moments when the
old lady showed a romantic side. No
trace of the turban and feathers of
last night was on her venerable head.

No. 361.—vor. Lx1.

She wore a muslin mutch, fine but not
much different from those of the old
wives in the cottages, with a broad
black ribbon round it tied in & large
bow on the top of her head; and her
shoulders were enveloped in a warm
tartan shawl pinned at the neck with
a silver brooch. The fringes of the
shawl had a way of getting entangled
in the tray, and swept the teaspoons
to the ground when she made an in-
cautious movement ; but nothing would
induce Miss Felen to resign the tea-
making into younger hands.

“Did I ever hear?” she said. “I
would like to know, Kirsteen Douglas,
what it is I havena heard in my long
pilgrimage of nigh upon seventy years.
But there's a time for everything. If
ye ask me at another moment I'll tell
ye the whole story. Is it you, Drum-
carro, that takes no sugar in your tea
No doubt you've had plenty in your
time in yon dreadful West Indies
where you were so long.”

““What's dreadful about them?”
said Drumecarro. “It’s ignorance that
makes ye say 8o. Ye would think ye
were in paradise if ye were there.”

¢“Oh, never with all those meeser-
able slaves!”

“You're just a set of idiots with
your prejudices,” said the Laird, who
had finished his herrings and pushed
away his plate. ¢Slaves, quo’ she!
There’s few of them would change
places, I can tell ye, with your crofters
and such like that ye call free men.”

B



2 Kirsteen.

“Ye were looking for something,
father,” said 2

“I'm looking for that mutton bone,”
said her father. “ Fish is a fine thing ;
but there’s nothing like a bit of
butcher's meat to begin the day
upon.”

“It's my ain curing,” said Miss
Eelen. ¢ Ye can scarcely call it
butcher’s meat, and it's just & leg of
one of your own sheep, Drumecarro.
Cry upon the lassie, Kirsteen, and
she’ll bring it ben in a moment.
We're so used to womenfolk in this
house, we just forget a man’s appetite.
I can recommend the eggs, for they’re
all our own laying. Two-three hens
just makes all the difference in a
house; ye never perceive their feed-
ing, and there’s aye a fresh egg for
an occasion. And so you were pleased
with your ball¥ I'm glad of it, for
it’s often not the case when lassies are
young and have no acquaintance with
the world. They expect ower much.
They think they're to get all the
attention like the heroines in thae
foolish story-books, But that's a de-
lusion that soon passes away. And
then you're thankful for what you
get, which is a far more wholesome
frame of mind.”

Kirsteen assented to this with a
grave face, and a little sigh for the
beautiful visions of ideal pleasure
which she had lost.

But Mary bridled, and declared
that all her expectations had been
fulfilled. “I got a great deal of atten-
tion,” she said, “and perhaps I had
not such grand fancies as other folk.”

I have bidden Glendochart to come
and see us at Drumcarro. Ye'll bave
to see to the spare cha’amer, and that
he gets a good dinner,” said Mr.
Douglas. “Him and me we have many
things in common. He’s one of the
best of his name, with a good record
behind him—not to match with our
auld Douglas line, but nothing to snuff
at, and not far off the head of the
house Limsel.”

“You would be at the school to-

ather, Drumecarro,” Miss Eelen said.

.

“No such a thing—he's twenty
years younger than me,” said Mr.
Douglas angrily. ¢ And I was at no
schule, here or there, as ye might well
mind.”

“Twenty years! If there’s ten
between ye that's the most of it.
There’s no ten between ye. When I
was a young lass in my teens John
Campbell was a bit toddling bairn,
and ye were little mair, Drumcarro.
Na, na, ye need not tell me. If there's
five, that’s the most. Ye might have
been at the schule together and no-
thing out of the common. But he's
had none of the cares of a family,
though maybe he has had as bad to
bear ; and a man that is not marriet
has aye a younger look. I ken not
why, for with women it's just the
contrair.”

“Mr. Campbell is a very personable
man,” said Mary. “I'm no judge of
ages, but I would say he was- just in
middle life.”

“It's but little consequence what
you say,” said her father roughly.
“Jf Kirsteen was to express an
opinion——"

Kirsteen's mind had a little wan-
dered during this discussion. Glen-
dochart’s age appeared to this young
woman a subject quite unimportant.
He was of the of all the fathers
and old friends. Had she been a
modern girl she would have said he
was a darling, but no such liberties
were taken in her day.

¢ And that I will,” she said, “for
we made friends though I've only seen
him one night. He is just a man after
my own heart,” said Kirsteen with
warmth, with a sigh at the thought of
his sad story, and a rising colour which
was due to the fact that her imagina-
tion had linked the idea of young
Ronald with that of this old and
delightful gentleman who had been
what her young lover was—but born
to a less happy fate.

“ Well,” said Drumcarro, * now
ye've spoken, Kirsteen, ye've made no
secret of your feelings ; and, sofaras I
can judge, he has just as fine an opinion
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of you. And if you give your atten-
tion to making him comfortable and
let him see the mettle you're of, there
is no saying what may happen. And
it's not me that will put obstacles in
the way.”

“ Drumcarro,”’ cried Miss Eelen,
““ye get credit for sense among your
own kind, but if ever there was a
donnered auld fool in affairs of a cer-
tain description! Cannot ye hold
your tongue, man, and let things take
their course! They will do that with-
out either you or me.”

Mr. Douglas had disposed of a great
deal of the mutton ham. He had made
" a very good breakfast,and he felt him-
self free to retire from the table with
a final volley. “If you think,” he
said, ¢ that I am going to give up my
mind to manage, as you womenfolks
call it, and bring a thing about, and
draw on the man and fleech the lassie,
ye are just sair mistaken, Eeélen.
‘When I say a word in my house I'm
accustomed to see it done, and no non-
sense about it. If a man comes seek-
ing that I approve of, it’s my pleasure
that he shall find what he’s askin’ for.
I'll have no picking and choosing.
Men are no so plenty, and lasses are
just & drug in the market. You have
never got & man yourself.”

“The Lord be praised ! ” said Miss
Eelen. “I would have broken his
heart, or he would have broken mine.
But I've kent them that would have
married me, Niel Douglas, if it was
for me or for my tocher I leave you to
judge. I'm thankful to think I was
never deceived for a moment,” said
the old lady with a nod which sent the
black bow upon her head into a
little convulsion of tremulous move-
ment. “I name nae names,” she
said.

Drumcarro walked to the window
discomfited, and turned his back upon
the party, looking out upon the vil-
lage street. To tell the truth he had
forgotten that trifling incident in his
life. To taunt a woman who has
refused you with never having got a
man is a little embarrassing, and his

" the trifle at the supper.

daughters exchanged astonished looks
which he divined, though it took place
behind his back. Their opinion did
not interest him much, it is true, but
the thought that they had discovered
& humiliation in his past life filled him
with rage, insignificant as they were.
He stood there for a moment swallow-
ing his fary ; then, * There's the gig,”
he said, thankful for the diversion.
“Ye'll better get on your things and
get back to your work, and mind your
mother and the concerns of the house
instead of senseless pleasure. But
it’s just what I said, when ye begin
that kind of thing there’s no end to
it. 'When the head’s once filled with
nonsense it's a business to get it out.”

¢“ Well, father,” said , ‘the
ball's done, and there is no other
coming if we were ever so anxious.
So you need not be feared. It's a
little uncivil to Auntie Eelen to rise
up the moment we've swallowed our
breakfast.”

¢ Oh, dinna take me into considera-
tion,” said Miss Eelen. ¢ Yemust do
your father’s bidding, and I'll never
lay it to your charge. But you'll take
& piece of yon fine seed cake to your
mother, poor thing, and some of the
bonny little biscuits that were round
I just put
them in my pocket for her. It letsan
invalid person see the way that things
are done—and a wheen oranges in a
basket. She has very little to divert
her—though, poor thing, she has got
a man.”

Drumecarro did not appear to take
any notice of this Parthian arrow,
though he fumed inwardly. And
presently the girls’ preparations were
made. The muslin dresses did not
take up so much room as ball-dresses
do nowadays, and had been carefully
packed early in the morning in a box
which was to go home by the cart in
the afternoon. And they tied on
their brown bonnets and fastened
their cloth pelisses with an activity
becoming young persons who were of
go little account. To mount beside
their father in the gig, squeezed

B 2



4 Kirsteen,

together in a seat only made for two
persons, and in which he himself took
an undiminished share, with a basket
upon their knees, and several parcels
at their feet, was not an unalloyed
pleasure, especially as he gave vent
to various threats of a vague descrip-
tion, and instantly stopped either
daughter who ventured to say a word.
But they had few pleasures in their
life, and the drive home, even in these
circamstances, was not without its
compensations. The girls knew that
every cottar woman who came out to
the door to see them pass was aware
that they had been at the ball at the
Castle, and looked after them with
additional respect. And even the
shouting children who ran after the
gig and dared a cut of Drumcarro’s
whip in their effort to hang on behind
amused them, and gave them a feeling
of pleased superiority. Coming home
from the ball—it was perhaps the best
part of it, after all. 'When they were
drawing near the house their father
made a speech to them which Kir-
steen at least listened to without alarm
but with much wonder. * Now,” he
said suddenly, as if adding a last
word to something said before, ¢ I will
have no nonsense whatever you may
think. If a man comes to my door
that I approve, I'll have no denial
thrown into his teeth. You're all ready
enough when it's to your own fancy,
but, by this time I'll make ye
respect mine.”

“ What is it, father 1” said Kirsteen
with astonished eyes.

Mary gave her sister a smart poke
with her elbow, “ We'll wait till we're
as};ed before we give any denial,” she
said.

“ Ye shall give none whether or no,”
said Drumecarro, unreasonably it must
be allowed; “but it's no you I'm
thinking of,” he added with contempt.

Kirsteen felt herself deficient in
Mary’s power of apprehension. It
was not often that this was the case,
but her sister had certainly the better
of her now. There were, however, many
things said by Drumecarro to which

-it as fine a8 ye thought %”

his family did not attach a great in-
terest, and she took it for granted that
this was one of the dark sayings and
vague declarations in which, when he
was out of humour, he was wont to
indulge. Her heart was not over-
whelmed with any apprehension when
she jumped lightly down from the gig
glad to escape from these objurgations
and feeling the satisfaction of having
news to tell, and a revelation to make
to the eager household which turned
out to the door to meet her : Marg'ret
in the front with cap-ribbons stream-
ing behind her and her white apron
folded over her arm, and little Jeanie
with her hair tumbled and in disorder,
her mouth and her ears open for
every detail, with one or two other
heads in the background—they had
never seen the Castle, these ignorant
people, never been toa ball. The mor-
tifications of the evening all melted
away in the delight of having so much
to tell. Certainly the coming home
was the best; it brought back some-
thing of the roseate colour of the set-
ting out. And what a world of new
experiences and sensations had opened
up before Kirsteen since yesterday.
“ Was it bonny 1"’ said little Jeanie.
“Did you see all the grand folk § Was
And then
Mrs. Douglas’s voice was heard from
the parlour, ¢ Come ben, come ben, this
moment, bairns. I will not have ye
say a word till ye're here.” She was
sitting up with a delicate colour in
her cheeks, her eyes bright with anti-
cipation. “Now just begin at the
beginning and tell me everything,” she
said. Certainly the best of it was the
coming home.

Mary gave her little narrative with
great composure and precision, though
it surprised her sister. ¢ Everybody
was just very attentive,” she said.
“It was clear to be seen that the
word had been passed who we are. It
was young Mr. Campbell of the Haigh
that took me out at the first, but I
just could not count them. They were
most ceevil. And once I saw young
Lord John looking very hard at me, as
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if he would like to ask me, but there
was no person to introduee him. And
8o that passed by.”

< 4Oh, Mary, I wish ye had danced
with & lord and a duke’s son,” cried
little Jeanie, clapping her hands,

“ Well, he was no great dancer,”
said Mary. “I liked the young laird
of the Haigh far better, and even old
Glendochart—but he was Kirsteen’s
one.”

‘““He was the nicest of all,” cried
Kirsteen. “ But, Jeanie, ye should have
seen all the bonnie ladies with their
diamonds like sparks of light. You
would bave thought the Duchess had
stars on her head—all glinting as they
do in a frosty sky—and a circle about
her neck that looked just like the
King's Ellwand,! but far more of them.
It’s not like stones or things out of the
earth, as folks say. It’s like wearing
little pieces of light.”

¢ Oh, I wish I had seen them,” said
Jeanie.

¢ Whisht, whisht. I've seen dia-
monds many a time, but I never
thought them like pieces of light.
They’re more like bits of glass, which
X have seen just as bonny. And who
was it you danced with most, Kirateen %
You have not given us a list like
Mary.”

“] danced with Glendochart,” said
Kirsteen, looking down a little. “I
stood a long time just looking about
me. When you are dancing you can-
not see the rest of the ball, and it was
very bonny. Glendochart took me
into the tea-room and showed me all
the pictures and things.”

“But Lord John never looked in
that fixed way at yout”

¢ No,” said Kirsteen very shortly,
perceiving that it was inexpedient to
repeat the little episode of Lord John.

“ Then ye were not so much taken
notice of as Mary 1"’ cried Jeanie with
disappointment.

“ But she spoke to the Duke—or at
least he spoke to Glendochart when
Kirsteen was on his arm—and there was
Lady Chatty that made great friends

1 The helt of Orion.

with her,” said Mary with benevolence,
not to leave her sister quite in the
background. But there was a momen-
tary pause of disappointment, for they
all felt that Lady Chatty was not so
suggestive—had not in her name so
many possibilities as Lord John,

“J] hear of nothing but Glendoc-
hart,” said Mrs. Douglas ; ¢ if heis the
man I mind upon, he will be the same
age a8 your father ; and what was he
doing dancing and hanging about the
like of you, & man at his time of life § "’

Mary gave a little laugh, and re-
peated, ¢ He was Kirsteen’s one.”

- % What is the meaning of that,
Kirsteen }”

¢ The meaning of it is that Glendoc-
hart, though he is old, is a real gentle-
man,” said Kirsteen ; “and he saw that
we were strangers and neglected, and
nobody looking the way we were
on_ll

At this there was an outcry that
drowned the rest of the sentence.
Strangers, the daughters of Drum-
carro l—neglected when Mary had just
said how attentive everybody had
been! *You are just in one of your
ill keys, Kirsteen,” said her mother.

“No,” said Mary, “but she’s look-
ing for him to-morrow : for my father
has asked him, and she is feared you
will not like him when ye see him.
But my opinion is, though he is old,
that he is still a very personable
man.”

CHAPTER XI.

A FEW days afterwards Glendochart
appeared at Drumcarro riding a fine
horse, and dressed with great care,
in a custom very different from the
rough and ill-made country clothes to
which the family were accustomed.
Jock and Jeanie who had come home
from school rushed emulously to take
the horse to the stable, and the house-
hold was stirred to its depths with the
unaccustomed sensation of a visitor,
a personage of importance bringing
something of the air of the great world
with him. He was conducted to the
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Laird’s room by Marg'ret herself, much
interested in the stranger—and there
remained for a short time to the great
curiosity of the family,all of whom were
engaged in conjectures as to what was
being said within those walls, all
but Kirsteen, who, being as it appeared
most closely concerned, had as yet
awakened to no alarm on the subject,
and assured her mother quietly that
there was nothing to be fluttered
about, “ For he is just very pleasant,
and makes you feel at home, and like a
friend,"” she said. Mrs. Douglas had
come down to the parlour earlier
than usual in expectation of this visit.
She had put on her best cap ; and there
was a little fresh colour of excitement
in her cheeks. ¢ But what will he
be saying to your father 1” she said.
“ Bitting so long together, and them
so little acquainted with each other.”
“ Oh, but they were at the school to-
gether, and at the ball they were great
friends,” replied Kirsteen. She was
the only one about whom there was
no excitement. She sat quite cheer-
fully over her work “ paying no atten-
tion ”, as said.

“Why should I pay attentioni I
will just be very glad to see him,”
replied Kirsteen. “He is just the
kind of person I like best.”

“ Whisht, Kirsteen, whatever you
may feel ye must not go just so far
as that.”

“But it’s true, mother, and why
should I not go so fart He's a very
nice man, If he had daughters they
would be well off. He is so kind,
and he sees through you, and sees
what you are thinking of.”

“You must not let him see what
you are thinking of, Kirsteen !”

“ Why not1” she said, glancing up
with candid looks. But after a moment
a vivid colour came over Kirsteen's
milk-white forehead. Then a smile
went over it like a sudden ray of sun-
shine, “I would not be feared,” she
cried, “ for he would understand.” She
was thinking of his own story which
he bad told her, and of the one who
was like him, away in a far distant

country. How well he would under-
stand it | and herself who was waiting,
more faithful than the poor lady who
had not waited long enough. Oh,
but that should never be said of
Kirsteen !

Presently the two gentlemen were
seen to be walking round the place,
Drumcarro showing to his visitor all
that there was to show in the way
of garden and stables and farm
offices, which was not much. But
still this was the right thing for one
country gentleman to do to another.
The ladies watched them from the
window not without an acute sense
of the shortcomings of the place, and
that there was no horse in the stable
that could stand a moment’s comparison
with Mr, Campbell of Glendochart’s
beautiful beast! Drumcarro was a
house in the wilds, standing on a
grassy bank without so much as a
flower plot near, or any “ grounds ”’ or
“ poliey ”’, or even garden to separate
and enclose it, and a sense of its shab-
biness and poverty came into the minds
of all, instinctively, involuntarily.
“If that's what he’s thinking of he
will never mind,” Mrs. Douglas said
under her breath. * Whisht, mother,”
said Mary. Kirsteen did not even
ask Mary what her mother meant.
Mrs. Douglas indeed said a great many
things that meant little or nothing,
but this did not quite explain the fatal
unconsciousness of the girl upon whose

upied ear all these warnings
seemed to fall in vain.

The dinner had been prepared with
more than usual care, and Marg'ret
herself carried in several of the dishes
in order to make a further inspection
of the visitor. She had not been
precisely taken into anybody’s con-
fidence, and yet she knew very well
that he had come more or less in
the capacity of a suitor, and that
Drumcarro’s extreme politeness and
the anxiety he displayed to please
and propitiate the stranger were not
for nothing. Marg’ret said to herself
that if it had been anybody but the
laird, she would have thought it
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wag a question of borrowing money,
but she knew that Drumcarro would
rather die than borrow, with a horror
and hatred not only of debt but of
the interest he must have had to pay.
So it could not be that; nor was
the other gentleman who was so well
preserved, so trim, ‘“so weel put
on”, at all like a money-lender. It
became clear to her, as she appeared in
the dining-room at intervals, what the
real meaning was. Glendochart had
been placed next to Kirsteen at table,
and when he was not disturbed by the
constant appeals of Drumecarro, he
talked to her with an evident satisfac-
tion which half flattered, half disgusted
the anxious spectator. He was a real
gentleman, and it was a compliment to
Miss Kirsteen that a man who had no
doubt seen the world and kings’
courts and many fine places should dis-
tinguish her so—while on the other
hand the thought was dreadful that,
in all her bloom of youth, Kirsteen
should be destined to a man old enough
to be her father. Asold as her father!
and she so blooming and so young.
But Marg'ret was perhaps the only one
in the party who thought so. The
others were all excited by various
interests of their own, which might be
affected by this union between January
and May. Mrs. Douglas, with that fresh
tint of excitement on her cheeks, was
wholly occupied by the thought of hav-
ing a married daughter near her,within
her reach, with all the eventualities of
a new household to occupy and give
new interest to life ; and Mary with a
sense that her sister’s house to visit,
in which there would be plenty of
company and plenty of money, and
opportunity of setting herself forth to
the best advantage, would be like a
new existence. The young ones did not
know what it was that was expected
to happen, but they too were stirred
by the novelty and the grand horse
in the stable, and Glendochart’s fine
riding-coat and silver-mounted whip.
Kirsteen herself was the only one un-
excited and natural. There was little
wonder that Glendochart liked her to

talk to him. She was eager to run
out with him after dinner, calling to
little Jeanie to come too to show him
the den, as it was called, where the
burn tumbled over successive steps of
rock into a deep ravine, throwing up
clouds of spray. She took care of the
old gentleman with a frank and simple
sense that it was not he but she who
was the best able to guide and guard
the other, and used precautions to
secure him a firm footing among the
slippery rocks without a single em-
barrassing thought of that change of
the relationship between old and
young which is made by the ficti-
tious equality of a possible marriage.
Far, very far were Kirsteen’s thoughts
from anything of the kind. She felt
very tenderly towards him because of
the tragedy he had told her of, and
because he had gone away like Ronald,
and had trusted in some one less sure
to wait than herself. The very sight
of Glendochart was an argument to
Kirsteen, making her more sure that
she never could waver, nor ever would
forget.

‘When they came back from this
expedition to the dish of tea which
was served before the visitor set out
again, Mrs. Douglas exerted herself
to fill out the cups, & thing she had
not been known to do for years.
“ Indeed,” she said, “ I have heard of
nothing but Mr. Campbell since they
came back from the ball : it has been
Glendochart this and Glendochart
that all the time, and it would ill
become me not to show my gratitude.
For I'm but a weak woman, not able
myself to go out with my daughters ;.
and they are never so well seen to,
Mr. Campbell, when they are without
a mother’s eye.”

Drumcarro uttereda loud “ Humph!”
of protest when this bold principle
was enunciated ; but he dared not
contradict his wife, or laugh her to
scorn in the presence of a visitor so
particular and precise.

“You might trust these young
ladies, madam,” said Glendochart
gallantly, “in any company without
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fear ; for their modest looks would
check any boldness, whatever their
beauty might call forth.”

This was still the day of compli-
ments, and Glendochart was an old
beau and had the habits of his race.

¢« Oh, you are very kind,” said Mrs.
Douglas, her faint colour rising, her
whole being inspired. If gentlemen
were all like you, there would be
little reason for any uneasiness ; but
that is more than we can expect, and
to trust your bairns to another's
guidance is always a very heavy
thought.”

¢ Madam, you will soon have to
trust them to the guidance of hus-
bands, there can be little doubt.”

“But that's very different: for
then a parent is free of responsibility,”
said the mother, rising to the occa-
sion; “that is just the course of
nature. And if they are so happy as
to chance upon good, serious, God-fear-
ing men."”

“Let us hope,” said Glendochart,
not without a glance at Kirsteen,
“that your bonny young misses will
be content with that sober denomina-
tion ; but they will no doubt add for
themselves, young and handsome and

y.

“No, no,” Mrs. Douglas said, led
away by enthusiasm, ¢ you will hear
no such wishes out of the mouths of
lassies of mine.”

‘¢ Let them answer for themselves,’’
said Drumecarro, ‘ they’re old enough :
or maybe they will wait till they're
asked, which would be the wisest way.
Glendochart, I am very sorry to name
it, and if ye would take a bed with
us, I would be most pleased. But if
you're determined to go to-day, I
must warn ye the days are short and
it's late enough to get daylight on
the ford.”

“If ye would take a bed—" Mrs.
Douglas repeated.

The visitor protested that he was
much obliged but that he must go.
“ But I will take your permission to
come again,” he said, “ and my only
fear is that you will see too much of

me, for there are strong temptations
here.”

“Ye cannot come too often nor
stay too long; and the more we see
of you, the more we will be pleased,”
said the mistress of the house. And
the girls went out to see him mount
his horse, which the boys had gone
to fetch from the stable. Never was
a visitor more honoured. A third
person no doubt might have thought
the welcome excessive and the sudden
interest in so recent an acquaintance
remarkable. But no one, or at least
very few are likely to consider them-
selves and the civilities shown to
them in the same light as an impar-
tial spectator would do. It seems
always natural that friends new or
old should lavish civilities upon our-
selves. Glendochart rode away with
a glow of pleasure. He was not at
all afraid of the ford, dark or light.
He was as safe in his saddle as he
ever had been, and had no fear of
taking cold or getting damp. He
feared neither rheumatism nor bron-
chitis. He said to himself, as he
trotted steadily on, that fifty-five was
the prime of life. He was a little
over that golden age, but not much,
nothing to count; and if really that
bonny Kirsteen with her Highland
bloom, and her fine spirits, and her
sense— It was a long time since that
tragedy of which he had told her.
Perhaps, as his Grace had said, it was
never too late.

“Ye havering woman,” said Drum-
carro to his wife, “ you are just like
your silly kind. I would not wonder
if going so fast ye had not just
frightened the man away.”

“I said nothing but what ye said
I was to say,” said Mrs. Douglas, still
strong in her excitement; “and it
was never me that began it, and if
him and you are so keen, it's not for
me to put obstacles in the way.”

Drumcarro stood for a moment
astonished that his feeble wife should
venture to indulge in a personal effort
even when it was in his own aid:
then he gave a shrug of his shoulders.
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“ A man knows when to speak and
when to refrain from speaking,” he
said ; “but you womenfolk, like gab-
bhng geese ye can never keep still
if once you have anything to cackle
about.”

CHAPTER XII

ALL this time, strange to say, Kir-
steen took mno fright about old
Glendochart whom she had calmly
set down, as is not unusual at her
age, upon the footing of a man of
eighty or so, an old, old gentleman to
whom she could be as kind as her
friendly young soul dictated, giving
him her hand to lead him down the
rough road to the linn, and feeling
with her foot if the stones were steady
before she let him trust his weight to
them. Tt had been quite natural to
come out to the door to see him mount
and ride away, to stroke and pat the
shining well-groomed horse, who
looked as great an aristocrat as his
master beside the sober and respectable
matron Mally, who drew the gig and
sometimes the cart, and had carried
barebacked all the children at once
as carefully as if she had been their
mother. Kirsteen was even pleased
with the sense that she herself was
Glendochart's favourite, that he had
talked more to her than to any one, per-
haps even had come to see her rather
than the rest, with the pleasant
pertiality of an old friend. To be
preferred is delightful to everybody,
and especially to a girl who has had
little petting in her life. It was an
exhilarating consciousness, and she
took the little jibes that flew about in
the family and the laugh of Mary and
the shout of the boys with perfect
good humour. Yes, very likely
Glendochart liked her best. He was
a true gentleman, and he had seen her
standing neglected and had come to
her help. But for him the ball, if
indeed always an experience and a
fine sight, would have left only a
sting in Kirsteen's mind instead of
the impression bitter-sweet which it

had produced. If she were glad now
that she had gone, and pleased with
the sight and the fact of having been
there, it was to Glendochart chiefly
that the credit was due. She had
taken him into her heart warmly in
the position of an old friend, an old
kind and true gentleman whom she
would always run to meet and brighten
to see. In this easy state of mind,
pleased with him and even better
pleased with herself because of his
liking for her, she received calmly all
the family jests, quite satisfied that
they were true.

Glendochart became a frequent
visitorr He would ride over, or
sometimes drive over, in a high
much better appointed than the old
gig at Drumecarro, saymg that he had
come “to his dinner ” or to eat one of
Marg’ret’s scones, or to see how they
all were this cold weather. And he
would permit Jock to drive the gig
for a mile or two to the boy’s delight,
though it took all the strength of his
young wrists to hold in the horse.
Once even upon a great occasion
Glendochart managed to persuade
Drumearro, who was ready to attend
to all his suggestions, to bring the
girls to a great hurling-match, at
which—for he was a master of the
game—he himself appeared to great
advantage and not at all like the old,
old gentleman of Kirsteen's thoughts.
And when the New Year came he
brought them all “ fairings ”’, beautiful
boxes of sweets such as had never
been seen in the Highlands, and gloves
wonderful to behold, which he begged
Mrs. Douglas’s permission to offer to
her daughters. These visits and his
pleasant ways, and the little excite-
ment of his arrival from time to time,
and the hurling-match which afforded
a subject of conversation for a long
time, and the little presents, all quick-
ened existence at Drumcarro, and
made life more pleasant for all con-
cerned. Kirsteen had taken him by
this time for many a walk to the edge
of the linn, springing down before him,
by the side of the waterfall, to point
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out which of the stepping-stones were
safe to trust to.

“Put your foot here, and it is
quite steady, but take care of that
moss, Glendochart, for it’s very soft,
and I've nearly sunk into it,” she
would call to him stopping in mid-
descent, her young voice raised clear
above the roar of the water, and her
hand held out to help. If there was
one thing that fretted the elderly
suitor it was this, and sometimes he
would make a spring to show his
agility, not always with successful
results. “ You see you should do as I
bid you,” said Kirsteen gravely, help-
ing him to get up on one such occasion,
“and let me try first whether it will
bear you or not.”

“ 1 will always do as you bid me,”
said the old gentleman, trying to look
younger and younger and asif he did
not mind the fall at all ; “ but it is my
part to take care of you, and not you
of me.”

“Oh no, not when the moss is so
wet and the stones so. shoogly,”
Kirsteen said.

All this was very pretty fooling ; but
Drumcarro was not the man to be
kept hanging upon the chances of a
propitious moment when it might
please the wooer to make the leap.
The additional cheerfulness of the
household did not extend to him. He
became very tired of Glendochart’s
“daidling ”’, and of the over-delicacy of
his attentions. His eyes grew fiery
and his grizzled eyebrows menacing.
He would come into the parlour where
the visitor was making himself very
agreeable, keeping up the pleasantest
conversation, paying compliments to
Mrs. Douglas (whose health had great-
ly improved at this period), and with a
devotion which was half fatherly,
though he bad no such intention, dis-
tinguishing Kirsteen who was always
pleased to think that he liked ber best.
Drumecarro would come in with his
hands thrust into the depths of his
pockets, and his shoulders up to his
ears. ‘““Are ye not tired yet of the
weemen, Glendochart? Weel, I would

not sit there phrasin’ and smilin’, not
for a king’s ransom.” * Perhaps, my
friend, I'm getting more than any
king’s ransom, for what could buy
such kind looks?” the old beau would
reply. And then Drumcarro, with an_
oath muttered under his breath, would
fling out again, not concealing his im-

tience, I cannot put up with such
daidling |” Whether Glendochart un-
derstood, or whether his host took the
matter into his own hands, never was
known by the female portion of the
household. But one morning shortly
after the New Year, Glendochart
having paid a long visit on the day
before, Kirsteen received a most un-
expected summons to attend her
father in his own room.

“ My father wants to speak to me!
You are just sending me a gowk’s
errand,” she said to Jock who brought
the message.

“It's no a gowk's errand. It's just
as true as death,” said Jock. “He
sent me hissel’.”

“ And what can he want to say to
me in his own room?” cried Kirsteen.

“ He did not tell me what he wanted
to say; but I can guess what it is,”
said Jock.

“ And so can 1,” said Jeanie.

“What is it, ye little mischief$"”
cried Kirsteen. “I have donenothing.
T have a conscience void of offence,
which is more than you can say.”

Upon this they both gave vent to a
burst of laughter loud and long.

¢ It’s about your auld Joe, Kirsteen.
It's about Glendochart,” they cried
in concert.

“ About Glendochart?—he is just
my great friend, but there is no harm
in that,” she cried.

“Oh, Kirsteen, just take him, and
Tl come and live with ye,” said
Jeanie.

“And TI'll come,” added Jock
encouragingly, “ whenever we have the

lay.”
P “yTake him ! ” gaid Kirsteen. She
bade them with great dignity to hold
their tongues and went to her father's
room with consternation in her breast.
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Mr. Douglas was sitting over his
newspaper with the air of being very
much absorbed in it. It was no
less than a London paper, a copy of
the Times whieh Glendochart had
brought, which had been sent to him
from London with the news of the
escape of Boney, news that made
Drumcarro wild to think that Jock
was but fourteen and could not be
sent off at once with such chances of
promotion as & new war would bring,
He bad given the lad a kick with
a ‘ Useless monkey | Can ye not grow
a little faster ; ” as Jock had clattered
up to bed in his country shoes the
previous night. But he was not read-
ing, though he pretended still to be
buried in the paper when Kirsteen
came in. He took no notice of her
till she had been standing for a minute
before him repeating, * Did you want
me, father?’” when he looked up, as
if surprised.

¢QOh, you're there. I calculated ye
would take an hour to come.”

‘““Jock said you wanted to speak to
me, father.”

“And so I did—but you might
have had to put your gown on, or to
brush your hair or something—for
anything I knew.”

“I never do that at this time of
the day.” '

‘“ Am I to mind your times of day %
Kirsteen, I have something to say to
you‘"

““ So Jock told me, father.”

““Never mind what Jock told ye,
It is perhaps the most serious moment
of all your life; or I might say it’s
the beginning of your life, for with
the care that has been taken of ye,
keepit from the cold and shadit from
the heat, and your meat provided and
everything you could require—the like
of you doesn’t know what life is as long
as ye bide in your father’s house.”

Kirsteen's heart gave a throb of
opposition, but she did not say or
scarcely think that this position of
blessedness had never been hers. She
was not prepared to blaspheme her
father’s house.

“Well | now that'’s all changed, and
ye'll have to think of acting for your-
self. And ye are a very lucky lass,
chosen before your sister, who is the
eldest, and according to the law of
Laban: But I think he was too
particular. What the deevil maittered
which of them was to go first so long
as he got them both safe off his
hands?”

“I have no light,” said Kirsteen
with suppressed impatience, “as to
what you're meaning, father!”

“Oh, ye have no light! Then I'll
give ye one, and a fine one, and one
that should make ye thankful to me
all your days. I've settled it all with
Glendochart. I thought he was but
a daidlin’ body, but that was in ap-
pearance, not in reality. He's just
very willing to come to the point.”

Kirsteen said nothing, but she
clasped her hands before her with a

ture which was Marg'ret’s, and
which had long been- known to the
young people as a sign of immovable
determination. She did not adopt it
consciously, but with the true instinct
of hereditary action, an impulse so
much misrepresented in later days.

“Very willing,” said Drumcarro,
“to come to the point; and all the
settlements just very satisfactory. Ye
will be a lucky woman. Ye're to have
Glendochart estates for your life, with
remainder, as is natural, to any family
there may be; and it's a very fine
downsitting, a great deal better house
than this, and a heap of arable land.
And ye're to have—"

“For what am I to have all this,
father 1’ said Kirsteen in a low voice
with a tremble in it, but not of
weakness.

“For what are ye to have it}” He
gave a rude laugh. “For yourself I
suppose I must say, though I would
think any woman dear at the price
he's willing to pay for ye.”

¢ And what does Glendochart want
with me?” said Kirsteen with an
effort to steady her voice.

“Ye fool! But you're not the fool
ye pretend to be. I cannot wonder
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that you're surprised. He wants to
mairry ye,” her father said.

Kirsteen stood with her hands
clasped, her fine figure swayed in
spite of her with a wave of agi-
tation, her features moving. “Glen-
dochart !”” she said. ¢ Father, if he
has friends ye should warn them to
keep him better and take care of him,
and not let him be a trouble to young
women about the country that never
did any barm to him.”

“Young women,” said Drumearro,
¢ there is ,not one I ever heard of
except yourself, ye thankless jaud!”

“One is plenty to try to make a
fool of,” said Kirsteen.

“J would like to see him make a
fool of one belonging to me. Na, it's
the other way. But that’s enough of
this nonsense,” he added abruptly;
“it’s all settled. Ye can go and tell
your mother. He's away for a week
on business, and when he comes back
yo'll settle the day. And let it be as
soonfas possible, that we may be done
wi't. It’s been as much as I could do
to put up with it all this time. Now
let any man say I've done much for
my sons and little for my daughters!”
said Drumcarro, stretching his arms
above his head with the gesture of
fatigne. “I've got them their com-
missions and outfit and all for lees
trouble than it has cost me to get one
of you a man!” He yawned osten-
tatiously and rubbed his eyes, then
opening them again to see Kirsteen
still standing in the same attitude
before him he gave vent to a roar of
dismissal. “G'away with ye. Go and
tell your mother. I've said all I have
to say.”

“But I have something more to
say,” said Kirsteen. “I'll not marry
Glendochart. It's just been a mistake,
and I'm sorry, bu ”

“You'll not mairry Glendochart!
Ye shall marry whatever man I choose
for ye.”

““No, father!” said Kirsteen clasp-
ing her bands more closely.

“No!” he said, pushing back his
chair, He was honestly astonished,

Kirsteen.

taken completely by surprise. ¢ No!
Lord, but ye shall though when I say
it. And what ails ye at Glendochart }
And him running after ye like a fool
the whole winter, and nothing but
pleasant looks for him till now.”

“ I'm very sorry,” repeated Kirsteen.
“T'm very sorry—Il mnever, never
thought of that. He's an old man,
and it seemed all kindness, to one as
much as another. Oh, I'm sorry,
father. Tell him, I would not have
vexed him for the world.”

“T1l tell him no such thing. I'll
tell him ye’re very proud and pleased,
as sets ye better ; and I'll take you to
Glasgow to buy your wedding-gown.”
He said this with an attempt at seduc-
tion, perhaps a little startled by the
first idea that to subdue Kirsteen by
violence would not be 8o easy as he
thought.

“ Father, you're meaning it for great
kindness ; but oh, if ye would just
understand ! I cannot marry Glendoc-
hart. I could not if there was no
other man.”

“It is just Glendochart ye shall
marry, and no other. It's all settled.
You have nothing more to do with it
but what I've promised and fixed for
ye."

¢ No, father——"

“But I say yes,” he said, bringing
down his clenched fist on the table
with & noise that made the windows
ring.

“It cannot be settled without me,”
said Kirsteen, growing first red and
then pale, but standing firm.

“You're not of the least import-
ance,” he said, foam flying from his
lipa. “What are ye? A creature of
no account. A lass that has to obey
her father till she gets a man, and
then to obey him. Say what ye like,
or do what ye like, it will never alter
a thing I've fixed upon ; and of that
ye may be as sure as that you stand
there. G'away to your mother, and
tell her it’s to be soon, in a month or
80, to get done with it—for I've made
up my mind.”

Kirsteen stood silent for a moment,
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not daunted but bewildered, feeling
with a force which no girl in her
situation would now recognize the
helplessness of her position, not a
creature to take her , seeing no
outlet. She burst forth suddenly when
a new idea occurred to her, “I will
speak to him myself] He is a good
man, he will never hold me to it. I
will tell him——"

“If ye eay a word to him,” cried
Drumecarro rising from his chair and
shaking his clenched hand in her face,
““one word | I'll just kill ye where ye
stand! I'll drive ye from my doors.
Neither bit nor sup more shall ye have
in this house. Ye may go and tramp
from door to door with a meal-pack
on your shoulder.” *

“I would rather do that,” cried
Kirsteen, “far rather than make a
false promise and deceive a man.
Ob, father, I'll do anything ye bid me,
I'll be your servant, I'll ask for no-
thing ; but dinna, dinna do this! for
I will not marry Glendochart, not if
you were to kill me, not if you were
to tuﬁ-nlme from the door.”

“Hold your peace, ye lang-tongued
ye shall do what I bid you,gtuhat
aud nothing else.”

“No, father, no, father!” cried
Kirsteen trembling; I will not—for
nothing in the world.”

“Go out of my sight,” he cried,
“and hold your tongue. Away this
moment! Ye shall do just what I
say.'l

“ Father——""

“ None of your fathers to me. Get
out of my sight, and make yourself
ready to do what I tell ye. It shall
be in a fortnight. That'sall you shall
make by your rebellion. Not another
word, or I'll tarn you out of my
house,”

Kirsteen retired as he made a step
towards her with his hands raised to
her shoulders, to put her out. His
fiery eyes, the foam that flew from his
lips, the fury of his aspect frightened
her. She turned and fled from the
room without any further attempt to

" speak.

CHAPTER XIIIL.

KirsTeEN rushed out of the house
with the instinet of passion, to shake
off all restraint, to get into the free
air, where an oppressed bosom might
get breath. She flew like a hunted
deer, flashing past the window where
Mary, sitting at her seam, saw her
hurried escape and divined more or
less what was the meaning of it.

“ Who's that 1" said Mra, Douglas,
conscious of the flying shadow.

“It's Kirsteen, and my father will
have told her, and she’s just beside
herself.”

 Beside herself |” gaid the mother
tranquilly over her knitting, ‘ She
may well be that ; for who would have
thought of such a prospect for the like
of her, at her age.” Mary was not so
sure that the agitation was that of
joy, but she said nothing. And
Kirsteen was out of sight in a moment,
darting by.

She went towards the linn, without
knowing why. The stream was strong
with the winter fioods, and the roar of
it as it poured down the rocky cleft
was enough to make all voices in-
audible, and to deaden more or less
even the sound of one’s thoughts
buzzing in one’s head with the passion
and the sweep of them, themselves
like & hurrying stream. Kirsteen fled
as to a covert to the ‘“den,” down
which this passionate rivulet, swollen
into a torrent, stormed and poured,
flinging its spray over the wet and
spongy turf into which her feet sank.
She cared nothing for this in the
absorption of her excitement, and
flung herself down upon that damp
slope, feeling the spray on her fore-
head and the roar of the water in her
ears as a sort of relief from herself.
Her feelings had been like to burst
her heart and her brain together as
she flew along, like some struggling
things shut up in a space too narrow
for them. She could not get her
breath nor contain the hurry and con-
fusion of her own being. But in that
damp retreat where nobody would br
likely to pursue ber, where she cou'
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scarcely even hear the thumping of
her own heart nor any voice calling
her, nor be subject to interruption of
any kind, Kirsteen after a moment
began to come to herself. The shock,
the fright, the horror quieted a little ;
her mind became accustomed, as it does
fo rapidly, to the new alarm, to the
frightful danger which had suddenly
revealed itself. It wasa danger which
Kirsteen had not expected or foreseen.
She had very well understood when
she pledged herself to wait for Ronald
what that meant. It was in all the
traditions of romance with which she
was acquainted—not waiting relieved
by constant communication, and with
a certain distinct boundary, but silent,
unbroken, perhaps for life, certainly
for years. In the beginning at least
such a visionary burden may be taken
up with enthusiasm, and Kirsteen had
been proud of it and of the deep
secret of which there was nothing to
tell, which was in spirit alone, with
no bond to be displayed in the sight
of men. But it had never occurred to
her that she might be bidden to fore-
swear herself as she said, that she
might have to struggle against all
about her for the right to keep her
vow, This danger had never appeared
before her as a possibility. She had
not thought of any wooer, nor had any
such presented himself to her conscious-
ness, Without warning, without
thought of precaution or self-defence,
the danger had come.

To marry Glendochart : Glendochart
—there burst through Kirsteen’s dis-
tressful thoughts a sudden picture of
the old gentleman descending the side
of the linn guided by her hand, the
safe places selected for him ; and then
his little plunge, his slip, her cry,
“ Oh, Glendochart, you have hurt your-
self | ”and there burst from her in the
midst of her trouble an irrepressible
laugh, which rang into the roar of the
linn and went down with it into the
depths echoing among all the rocks.
Kirsteen had been ashamed to laugh
when that accident happened for fear
of hurting his feelings, but all the
ludicrousness of the incident burst

upon her now. He had got so red,
poor old gentleman! he had seized
upon a thorn bush to pull him up,
rather than take her hand. He had
said that it was nothing, nothing,
though her keen young senses, com-
punctious of their own perceptions, had
seen how he limped up the bank again.
She had not dared to offer her support
any more than to laugh, seeing it hurt
his feelings. And it was because he
wanted to marry her, her—Kirsteen,
troth-plighted to her own lad—and him
as old as her father. Oh, for shame,
for shame |

That langh did Kirsteen good. It
liberated her soul ; she escaped as from
the hand of fate and became able to
think. And then a wild anger swept
over her mind against her father, who
wanted nothing but to get her, as he
said, off his hands, and against Glen-
dochart for daring to think that she
would take him, an old, old man. All
the sense of his kindness disappeared
in this illumination as to his motives :
indeed the more Kirsteen esteemed
him before, the more she despised and
hated him now. She thought of auld
Robin Gray, but that was too good for
him. The old, ill man, to tell her a
story of faithfulness and make her
cry and mix him up in her mind with
Ronald and her own love, and then to
betray her, and want to marry her,—
doubly faithless, to her that died for
him, and to Kirsteen that had wept
for him! It was for constancy and
pity and true love that the girl had
been so sorry, so touched in her heart,
so wishful to please him and make him
smile. And now to turn upon her, to
try to tear her from her own lad, to
make her mansworn! There was no-
thing that was too bad for him, the
old ill man! Kirsteen saw herself
stand before him indignant, her eyes
flashing with injured honour and a
sense of wrong.

But then suddenly all this sustain-
ing force of anger went from her as
Glendochart’s kind and gentle face so
full of feeling came before her imagina-
tion. Oh, he knew better than ‘that !
If she could but speak to him, and
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tell him ! perhaps show him that little
blue Testament, whisper to him that
there was One—away with his regi-
ment, fighting for the King, like
Glendochart himself, like the story he
had told her! Tears filled Kirsteen’s
eyes. Her father might be dour and
hard, but Glendochart would under-
stand. It was just his own story ; he
would never let her break her heart
and die on her wedding-day like his
own lass, Oh, no! oh, no! he would
never do that. He would never let it
happen twice, and all for him. With
a quick gleam of her imagination,
Kirsteen saw herself in her white wed-
ding-gown, lying at his feet, the second
bride that had burst her heart! Oh,
nol oh, no! Glendochart would never
do that : the tears streamed from Kir-
steen’s eyes at the thought, but her
quivering mouth smiled with generous
confidence. No, no! She had only to
speak to Glendochart and all would be
well.

But then came her father’s threat,
his blazing fiery eyes, his hand clenched
and shaken in her face, the fury of
his outery : “I'll just kill ye where ye
stand—I'll put you to the door.”
Kirsteen remembered Anne, and her
soul sank, Anne had a husband to
take care of her, she had a house,
wherever it was ; but Kirsteen would
have nothing. And what would be-
come of her if she were put to the
door?! Where would she go to find a
shelter? Another grotesque vision—
but not so grotesque to her imagina-
tion—of the poor beggar-woman with
a meal-pack on her shoulder which
her father had evoked, flitted before
her mind. No, she would not be like
that. She would take care of bairns,
or keep a house, or even make muslin
gowns like Miss Macnab, There were
plenty of things she could do!—it would
be long, long before she need come to
the meal-pack. But then there burst
over Kirsteen's mind another revela-
tion : the shame of it | She, a Douglas
—one of the old Douglases, that had
been the lords of the whole land, not
only of poor Drumcarro—a gentle-
woman of as good blood as the Duchess

or any grand lady, and one that could
not be hidden or made to appear as if
she were a common person! And the
seandal of it, to open up the house and
all its concerns to ill talk—to make it
open to all the world to say that
Drumecarro was an ill father, and the
house a cruel house, or that the Doug-
las lassies were not what ladies should
be, but lightheaded and ill-conducted,
rebels against their own kith and kin.
This was the most terrible thought of
all. The others seemed to open up a
way of escape, but this closed the
door; it is an ill bird that files its
own nest. How could Kirsteen do
that? shame her family so that even
Sandy and Nigil and Charlie and
Donald in India, even little Robbie,
should hear of it and think shame—so
that ke should hear that Kirsteen had
let herself be talked about? so that
Drumecarro should be lightly spoken
of and all its secrets laid bare? This
new suggestion brought back all the
passion and the confusion that the in-
fluence of the air and the freedom out
of doors, and the quiet time to think
had calmed down. To endure is al-
ways possible if you set your heart to
do it, whatever happens ; but to shame
and to expose your own house !

““Where have ye been, Kirsteen §”
said Mrs. Douglas. “I never saw a
person like you for running out when
you're most wanted. You should not
take your walks in the forenoon when
we're all at work.”

“Did you want me, mother} I was
not fit to sit down to my work. I had
a—buzzing in my head.”

“'Deed I think ye bave always a
buzzing in your head. Sometimes I
speak to ye three times before ye
answer me."

“She’s uplifted with her prospects,”
said Mary, “and no wonder. I think
ye should excuse her this day.”

Mary intended to be very kind to
Kirsteen. She had made up her mind
to be a very frequent visitor at her
sister’s house.

“Well, well,” said Mrs. Douglas,
“that may be true enough ; but I think
she might have come and told me the
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news herself, instead of letting me find
it out through your father—not that I
had not judgment enough to see what
was coming this many a day.”

Kirsteen was still trembling with
the results of her self-argument at the
linn—which indeed had come to mno
result at all save the tremor in her
frame and the agitation in her heart.
She had knelt down by her mother’s
side to wind the wool for which it
appeared Mrs. Douglas had been wait-
ing, and she was not prepared with
any reply.

“She doesn’t seem to have much to
say to us now, mother,” said Mary.

“ Kirsteen, you should not be so
proud. You will be a finer lady than
ever your mother was, with a carriage
and horses of your own, and no doubt
everything that heart can desire; for
an auld man is far more silly than a
young one.”

Kirsteen gave the wool a jerk which
tangled it wildly. ¢ Mother, I just
wonder what you are all havering
about,” she said.

“ Kirsteen, I'm well used to rude
speaking,” cried the mother, ready to
cry at a moment’s notice; ‘“but not
from my own bairns.”

“Oh, mother, I beg your pardon.
It was not you that was havering.
Dinna speak to me, for I cannot bear
it. My heart is just like to break.”

“ With pleasure!” said Mary in
her soft tones.

Kirsteen darted a glance of fire at
her calm sister, but turned nervously
to her occupation again and answered
nothing. She had enough to do with
her yarn which, in sympathy with her
confused thoughts, had twisted itself
in every possible way and refused to
be disentangled. Her mother re-
marked the tremor of her hands.

“Ye have got the hank into a
terrible tangle, and what are ye tremb-
ling at, Kirsteen—is it the cold §”

“J'm not trembling, mother,” said
Kirsteen.

“Do ye think I am blind or
doited and cannot see? Na, I'm a
weak woman, sore held down with
manpy infirmities; but I'm thankful

to say my eyes are as good as ever
they were. Ye're all trembling,
Kirsteen ; is it the cold ?”

‘“She has gotten her gown all wet,
mother. Bhe has been down by the
linn, it’s no wonder she's trembling.
She ought to go and change her
things.”

“ Are your feet wet, Kirsteen 1"

“Oh,” said Kirsteen springing to
her feet, “ if ye would just let me
alone; I'm neither wet nor cold, but
my heart’s like to break. I don't
know what I am doing for misery and
trouble, If ye would only have peety
upon me and let me alone!”

¢ Dear Kirsteen, how can ye speak
like that? Where will ye get any
person you can open your heart to
like your mother Just tell me what's
wrong and that will ease your mind.
What can Mary and me mean but
what is for your good? Eh, I never
thought but what you would be
pleased, and a blithe woman this
bonny day.”

“She'll maybe open her mind best
between you two, if I were away,”
said Mary rising. She was really full
of good feeling towards her sister,
with no doubt an anticipation of good
to come to herself, but yet a certain
amount of solid sympathy genuine
enough of its kind.

“ Now, Kirsteen, my bonny woman,
just tell me what's the maitter,” said
Mrs. Douglas when Mary was gone.

It seems you know what has hap-
pened, mother, and how can you ask
me } Am I likely to be a blithe woman
as ye say when it's just been told
me "

“That a good man and a good
house are waiting for ye, Kirsteen?
And one that's very fond of ye, and
asks no better than to give ye all ye
can desire ¢”

“That I'm to be turned out of the
house,” cried Kirsteen; “that I'm
no more to see your face; that I'm to
go from door to door with a meal-pack
like a beggar woman!”

“ Whisht, whisht, and don’t speak
nonsense : that will be some of your
father’s joking. Whiles he says things
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that are hard to bear. What should
bring all this upon ye, Kirsteen  You
will be the Leddy of Glendochart and
an honoured woman, holding your
bead as high as ainy in the whole
county, and silk gowns as many as ye
desire, and coaches and horses ; and
what ye'll like best of all, my bonny
bairn, the power to be of real service
and just a good angel to them that ye
like best.”

¢“Oh mother, mother,” cried Kir-
steen, burying her face in her mother’s
lap, ¢ that is the worst of it all! Oh,
if ye have any peety don't say that
tome!”

“ But I must, for it's all true. Oh,
Kirsteen, I hope I'm not a complaining
woman ; but just you think what it
would be to me to have my daughter’s
house from time to time to take shelter
in. Many and many a time have 1
been advised change of air, but never
got it, for who dared name it to your
father¥ I have been thinking this
whole morning it would make me just
a new woman. To get away for a
while from this hole—for it’s just a
hole in the winter though it may be
bonny at other times, and to see my
bairn sitting like a queen, happy and

it.”

“ Not happy, mother 1"

“That’s just your fancy, my dear.
You think he’s old, but he’s not really
old, and as kind a face as ever I saw,
and full of consideration, and not one
that ever would say ye had too many
of your own folk about ye, or that ye
ought to forget your father’s house.
Oh, Kirsteen, it's very little a lassie
knows : ye think of a bonnie lad, a
bright eye or a taking look, or a fine
figure at the dancing, or the like of
that. But who will tell ye if he may
not be just a deevil in the house?
‘Who will tell ye that he may not just
ding ye into a corner and shame ye
before your bairns, or drive ye doited
with his temper, or make your bed

and your board a hell on earth$ Oh,”
cried poor Mrs. Douglas in accents of
deep conviction, ‘““it's little, little a
lassie kens | She thinks she will please
her fancy, or she listens to a flattering
tongue, or looks to a bonny outside,
And all the time it's just meesery
she’s wedding, and not a bonny lad.
But, Kirsteen,” she said, giving a
furtive little kiss to the rings of hair
on Kirsteen’s milk-white forehead,
“ Kirsteen, my bonny woman, when
ye take a man that everybody knows,
that is just kent for a good man and a
kind man, and one that loves the very
ground you tread on, oh, my dear!
what does it maitter that he's not
just that young? Is it anything
against him that he knows the world
and has had trouble of his own, and
understands what it is to get a bonny
lass and a good bairn like you? And
oh, Kirsteen, think what ye can do for
us all if you take him, for your sisters
and for the callants, he’s just made
the house a different thing already ;
and though that's scarcely worth the
thinking of, for I'm very near my
grave and will want nothing long,—
Kirsteen, for me, too |—"’

% Oh, mother, mother !” cried the
girl with her face still hidden in her
mother’s lap, “ye just break my
heart.”

“Na, na,” said Mrs. Douglas in soft
quick tones like one who consoles a
child, “we'll have no breaking of
hearts. Ye will not be a month
marriet before ye’ll think there’s no
such a man in the world. And there's
nothing he will deny ye, and from
being of little account ye'll be one of
the first ladies in the country side.
Whisht, whisht, my darling! Ye'll
make him a happy man, and is not he
worthy of it? Kirsteen! Rise up
and dry your eyes. I hear your
father coming. And dinna anger him,
oh! dinna anger him, for he never
minds what ill words he says |’

(To be continued.)
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JAMES HOGG.

“ WHAT on earth will you make of
Hogg1” it has been asked of the
present writer. I think that there is
something to be made of Hogg, and that
it is something worth the making. In
the first place, it is hardly possible with-
out studying “the Shepherd” pretty
close to fully appreciate three other
persons, all greater, and one infinitely
greater, than himself ; namely, Wilson,
Lockhart, and Scott. To the two first
he was a client in the Roman sense,
a plaything, something of a butt, and
an invaluable source of inspiration or
at least suggestion. Towards the last
he occupied a very curious position,

" never I think quite paralleled else-

where—the position of a Boswell who
would fain be a Boswell and is not
allowed to be, who has wild notions
that he is really a greater man than
Johnson and occasionally blasphemes
against his idol, but who in the in-
tervals is truly Boswellian. In the
second place, he has usually hitherto
been not criticized at all, but either
somewhat sneered at or else absurdly
over-praised. In the third place,
as both Scott and Byron recog-
nized, he is probably the most re-
markable example we have of abso-
lute self-education, or of no education :
for Burns was an academically instruct-
ed student in comparison with Hogg.
In the fourth, amid a mass of rubbish
he produced some charming verse and
one prose-story which, though it is
almost overlooked by the general, some
good judges are with me in re-
garding as one of the very best things
of its kind, while it is also a very
curious literary puzzle.

The anecdotic history, more or less
authentic, of the Ettrick Shepherd
would fill volumes, and I must try to
give some of the cream of it presently.
The non-anecdotic may be de-
spatched in a few sentences. The

exact date of his birth is not known,
but he was baptized on December
9th, 1770. His father was a good
shepherd and a bad farmer—a combi-
nation of characteristics which Hogg
himself inherited unimpaired and un-
improved. If he had any early educa-
tion at all, he forgot it so completely
that he had, as a grown-up man or at
least youth, to teach himself writing
if not reading a second time. He pur-
sued his proper vocation for about
thirty years, during the latter part of
which time he became known as a
com of very good songs, “Don-
ald McDonald ” being ranked as the
best. He printed a few as a pamph-
let in the first year of the century, but
met with little success. Then he fell in
with Scott, to whom he had been intro-
duced as a purveyor of ballads, not a
few of which his mother, Margaret
Laidlaw, knew by heart. This old
lady it was who gave Scott the true
enough warning that the ballads were
“made for singing and no for read-
ing”. Scott in his turn set Hogg on
the track of making some money by
his literary work, and Constable pub-
lished ¢ The Mountain Bard ” together
with a treatise called “Hogg on
Sheep”” which I have not read, and of
which I am not sure that I should be a
good critic if I had. The two books
brought Hogg three hundred pounds.
This sum he poured into the usual
Danaids’ vessel of the Scotch peasant—
the taking and stocking of a farm,
which he had neither judgment to
select, capital to work, nor skill to
manage;and hewenton doing very much
the same thing for the rest of his life.
The exact dates of that life are very
sparely given in his own Autobio-
graphy, in his daughter’'s Memorials,
and in the other notices of him that I
have seen. He would appear to have
spent four or five years in the pro-
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mising attempt to run, not one but
two large stock-farms. Then he tried
shepherding again, without much
success; and finally in 1810, being
forty years old and able to write, he
went to Edinburgh and ““ commenced ”’,
as the good old academic phrase has it
“literary man ”. He brought out a
new book of songs called “The Forest
Minstrel ”, and then he started a
periodical, “ The Spy ”. On this, as he
tells us, Scott very wisely remonstrat-
ed with him, asking him whether he
thought he could be more elegant than
Addison or Mackenzie? Hogg replied
with his usual modesty that at any
rate he would be “mair original”.
The originality appears to have con-
sisted in personality ; for Hogg ac-
knowledges one exceedingly insolent
attack on Scott himself, which Scott
seems, after at first resenting (and yet
Hogg tells us elsewhere that he never
resented any such thing), to have for-
given. He had also some not clearly
known employments of the factorship
or surveyorship kind; he was much
patronized by two worthy hatters,
Messrs. Grieve and Scott, and in 1813
the book which contains all his best
verse, “ The Queen’s Wake ", was pub-
lished. ' It was deservedly successful ;
but by a species of bad luck which
pursued Hogg with extraordinary as-
siduity the two first editions yielded
nothing, as his publisher was not
solvent. The third, which Blackwood
issued, brought him in good profit.
Two years later he became in a way a
wade man. He had very diligently
sought the patronage of Harriet
Duchess of Buccleuch, and, his claims
being warmly supported by Scott and
specially recommended by the Duchess
on her deathbed to her husband, Hogg
received rent free, or at a peppercorn,
the farm of Mossend, Eltrive or Al-
trive. It is agreed even by Hogg's
least judicious admirers that if he had
been satisfied with this endowment
and had then devoted himself, as he
actually did, to writing he might have
lived and died in comfort, even
though his singular luck in not being

paid continued to haunt him. But
he must needs repeat his old mistake
and take the adjacent farm of Mount
Benger, which, with a certain reck-
less hospitable way of living for which
he is not so blamable, kept him in diffi-
culties all the rest of his life and made
him die in them. He lived twenty years
longer ; married a good-looking girl
much his superior in rank and twenty
years his junior, who seems to have
made him an excellent wife; engaged in
infinite magazine and book writing,
of which more presently ; became the
inspirer, model and butt of Blackwood's
Magazine ; constantly threatened to
quarrel with it for traducing him, and
once did so; loved Edinburgh con-
vivialities more well than wisely ; had
the very ill luck to survive Scott
and to commit the folly of writinga
pamphlet more silly than anything
else on the ‘“domestic manners” of
that great man, which estranged
Lockhart, hitherto his fast friend;
paid a visit to London in 1832, where-
by hang tales ; and died himself on
November 21st, 18306.

Such, briefly but not I think in-
sufficiently given, is the Hogg of
history. The Hogg of anecdote is a
much more considerable and difficult
person. He mixes himself up with or
becomes by turns (whichever phrase
may be preferred) the Shepherd of the
“Noctes” and the Hogg who is re-
vealed to us, say his panegyrists, with
“uncalled-for malignity ” in Lock-
hart’s Life of Scott. But these
panegyrists seem to forget that there
are two documents which happen not
to be signed either ‘“John Gibson
Lockhart” or ¢ Christopher North”,
and that these documents are Hogg’s
Autobiography, published by him-
self, and the ¢ Domestic Manners of
Sir Walter Scott”, likewise authen-
ticated. In these two we have the
Hogg of the ana put forward
pretty vividly. For instance, Hogg
tells us how, late in Sir Walter’s life,
he and his wife called upon Scott.
“In we went and were received with
all the affection of old friends. But

c2
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his whole discourse was addressed to
my wife, while I was left to shift for
myself. . . . In order to attract his
attention from my wife to one who I
thought as well deserved it, I went
close up to him with a scrutinising
look and said, ‘Gudeness guide us,
Sir Walter, but ye hae gotten a braw
gown’'”. The rest of the story is not
bad, but less characteristic. Imme-
diately afterwards Hogg tells his own
speech about being ‘ not sae yelegant
but mair original” than Addison.
Then there is the other capital
legend, also self-told, how he said to
Scott, “ Dear Sir Walter, ye can never
suppose that I belang to your school
of chivalry! Ye are the king of that
school, but I'm the king of the mountain
and fairy school, which is a far higher
ane than yours!” ¢This”, says Pro-
fessor Veitch, a philosopher, a scholar,
and a man of letters, ‘‘ though put
with an almost sublime egotism, is in
the main true ”. Almost equallycharac-
teristic is the fact that, after beginning
his pamphlet by calling Lockhart  the
only man thoroughly qualified for the
task” of writing Scott’s life, Hogg
elsewhere, in one of the extraordinary
flings that distinguish him, writes:
“Of Lockhart's genius and capabili-
ties Sir Walter always spoke with
the greatest enthusiasm : more than I
thought he deserved. For I knew
him a great deal better than Sir
Walter did, and, whatever Lockhart
may pretend, I knew Sir Walter a
thousand times better than he did ”.
Now be it remembered that these
passages are descriptive of Hogg's
Hogg, to use the always useful clas-
sification of Dr. Holmes. To complete
them (the actual texts are too long to
give here) it is only necessary to com-
pare the accounts of a certain dinner
at Bowhill given respectively by
Hogg in the “Domestic Manners”
and by Lockhart in his biography, and
also those given in the same places of
the one-sided quarrel between Scott
and Hogg, because the former, ac-
cording to his almost invariable habit,
refused to collaborate in Hogg's

¢ Poetic Mirror”. In all this we have
the man’s own testimony about him-
self. It is not in the least incom-
patible with his having been, as his
panegyrists contend, an affectionate
friend, husband, and father; a very
good fellow when his vanity or his
whims were not touched; and inex-
haustibly fertile in the kind of rough
profusion of flower and weed that un-
cultivated soil frequently produces.,
But it most certainly is also not in-
consistent, but on the contrary highly
consistent, with the picture drawn by
Lockhart in his great book; and it
shows how, to say the least and
mildest, the faults and foibles of the
curious personage known as “ the
Shepherd of the ‘Noctes’” were not
the parts of the character on which
‘Wilson need have spent, or did spend,
most of his invention. Even if the
““boozing buffoon” had been a boozing
buffoon and nothing more, Hogg, who
confesses with a little affected remorse,
but with evident pride, that he once got
regularly drunk every night for some
six weeks running, till “an inflam-
matory fever” kindly pulled him up,
could not have greatly objected to
this part of the matter. The wildest
excesses of the ZEidolon -shepherd’s
vanity do not exceed that speech to
Scott which Professor Veitch thinks
so true; and the quaintest pranks
played by the same shadow do mnot
exceed in quaintness the immortal
story of Hogg being introduced to
Mrs. Scott for the first time, extend-
ing himself on a sofa at full length,
(on the excuse that he ‘thought he
could never do wrong to copy the lady
of the house", who happened at the
time to be in a delicate state of
health) and ending by addressing her as
“Charlotte”. This is the story that
Mrs, Garden, Hogg’s daughter, without
attempting to contest its truth, de-
scribes as told by Lockhart with
“uncalled-for malignity ”’. Now it
may most assuredly and confidently
be asserted that no one reading
the Life of Scott without know-
ing what Hogg's friends have said
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of it would dream of seeing malig-
nity in the notices which it econ-
tains of the Shepherd. Before writing
this paper I gave myself the trouble,
or indulged myself in the pleasure
(for perhaps that is the more appro-
priate phrase in reference to the most
delightful of biographies, if not of
books), of marking with slips of paper
all the passages in Lockhart referring
to Hogg and reading them con-
secutively. I am quite sure that any
one who does this, even knowing little
or nothing of the circumstances, will
wonder where on earth the “un-
generous assaults”, the ¢ virulent
detraction ”, the * bitter words”, the
* false friendship ”, and so forth, with
which Lockhart has been charged, are
to be found. But any one who knows
that Hogg had just before his own
death, and while the sorrow of Sir
‘Walter’'s end was fresh, published the
possibly not ill-intentioned but cer-
tainly ill-mannered pamphlet referred
to—a pamphlet which contains among
other things, besides the grossest im-
pertinences about Lady Scott's origin,
at least one insinuation that Scott
wrote Lockhart’s books for him—if
any one further knows (I think the
late Mr. Scott Douglas was the
first to point out the fact) that Hogg
had calmly looted Lockhart’s bio-
grapbhy of Burns, then he will think
that the “scorpion”, instead of using
his sting, showed most uncommon
forbearance. This false friend, viru-
lent detractor and ungenerous as-
sailant describes Hogg as ‘“a true son
of nature and genius with a naturally
kind and simple character”. He does
indeed remark that Hogg’s “notions
of literary honesty were exceedingly
loose”. But (not to mention the
Burns's affair, which gave me some
years ago a clue to this sentence) this
remark is subjoined to a letter in
which Hogg calmly suggests that he
shall write an autobiographic sketch,
and Scott, transcribing it and sub-
stituting the third person for the first,
shall father it as his own. The other
offence I suppose was the remark that

‘“the Shepherd’s nerves were not he-
roically strung”. This perhaps might
have been left out, but if it was the
fact (and Hogg’s defenders never seem
to have traversed it) it suggested itself
naturally enough in the context, which
deals with Hogg’s extraordinary de-
sire when nearly forty to enter the
militia as an ensign. Moreover the
same passage contains plenty of kindly
description of the Shepherd. The
sentence on Hogg's death is indeed
severe: “It had been better for his
memory had his end been of earlier
date; for he did not follow his bene-
factor until he had insulted his dust .
It is even perhaps a little too severe
considering Hogg’s irresponsible and
childlike nature. But Lockhart might
justly have retorted that men of sixty-
four have no business to be irrespon-
sible children ; and it is certainly true
that in this unlucky pamphlet Hogg
distinctly accuses Scott of anonymously
puffing himself at his, Hogg’s, expense,
of being over and over again jealous
of him, of plagiarising his plots, of
sneering at him, and, if the passage
has any meaning, of joining a con-
spiracy of ¢ the whole of the aris-
tocracy and literature of the country ”
to keep Hogg down and “crush him
to a nonentity ’. Neither could Lock-
hart have been exactly pleased at the
passage where Scott is represented as
afraid to clear the character of an
innocent friend to the boy Duke of
Buccleuch.

He told me that which I never knew
nor suspected before ; that a certain game-
keeper, on whom he bestowed his maledic-
tions without reserve, had prejudiced my
best friend, the young Duke of Buccleuch,

inst me by a story ; and though he him-
self knew it to be a malicious and invidious
lie, yet seeing his g:ce so much irritated,
he durst not open his lips on the subject,
farther than by saying, “But, my lord
duke, you must always remember that
Hogg is no ordinary man, although he may
have shot a stray moorcock.” And then
turning to me he said, “ Before you had
ventured to give any saucy language to a

low scoundrel of an English gamekeeper,
you should have thought of Fielding’s tale

of Black George.”
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“Inever saw that tale,” said I, “and dinna
ken ought about it. But never trouble
your head about that matter, Sir Walter,
for it is awthegither out o’ nature for our
young chief to entertain ony animosity
against me. The thing will never mair be
heard of, an’ the chap that tauld the lees
on me will gang to hell, that’s aye some
comfort.”

Part of my reason for quoting this
last passage is to recall to those who
are familiar with the “ Noctes Ambro-
sianwe” the extraordinary felicity of
the imitation, This, which Hogg with his
own pen represents himself as speaking
with his own mouth, might be found
textually in any page of the “ Noctes”
without seeming in the least out of
keeping with the speeches of the ideal
Hogg. And this brings me to the
second charge of Hogg's friends, that
‘Wilson wickedly caricatured his hum-
ble friend, if indeed he did not manu-
facture & Shepherd out of his own
brain. This is as uncritical as the
other, and even more surprising. That
any one acquainted with Hogg’s works,
especially his autobiographic produc-
tions, should fail to recognize the
resemblance is astonishing enough ;
but what is more astonishing is that
any one interested in Hogg's fame
should not perceive that the Shepherd of
the “ Noctes” is Hogg magnified and
embellished in every way. Heisnot a
better poet, for the simple reason that
the verses put in his mouth are usually
Hogg’s own and not always his best.
But out of the “ Confessions of a Sin-
ner” Hogg has never signed any-
thing half so good as the best prose
assigned to him in the “ Noctes’’.
They are what he might have written
if he had taken pains: they are in his
key and vein; but they are much
above him. Again, unless any reader
is so extraordinarily devoid of humour
as to be shocked by the mere horse-
play, it must be clear to him that
the Shepherd's manners are dressed
up with extraordinary skill, so as
to be just what he would have liked
them to be. As for the drinking and
so forth, it simply comes to this—that

the habits which were fashionable
when the century was not yet in its
teens, or just in them, were getting
to be looked on askance when it was
entering or entered on its thirties.
But, instead of being snnoyed at this
Socrates-Falstaff, as somebody has
called it, one might have thought that
both Hogg himself and his admirers
would have taken it as an immense
compliment. The only really bad
turn that Wilson seems to have done
his friend was posthumous and pardon-
able. He undertook the task of writing
the Shepherd’s life and editing his
Remains for the benefit of his family,
who were left very badly off ; and he
not only did not do it but appears to
have lost the documents with which
he was entrusted. It is fair to say
that after the deaths, which came close
together, of his wife, of Blackwood,
and of Hogg himself, Wilson was
never fully the same man ; and that
his strongly sentimental nature, joined
to his now inveterate habit of writing
rapidly as the fancy took him, would
have made the task of hammering out
a biography and of selecting and edit-
ing Remains so distasteful from
different points of view as to be prac-
tically impossible. But in that case
of course he should not have under-
taken it, or should have relinquished
it as soon as he found out the difficul-
ties. Allan Cunningham, it is said,
would have gladly done the business;
and there were few men better
qualified.

And now, having done a by mo
means unnecessary task in this pre-
liminary clearance of rubbish, let us
see what sort of a person in literature
and life this Ettrick Shepherd really
was—the Shepherd whom Scott not
only befriended with unwearied and
lifelong kindness, but ranked very high
as an original talent, whom Byron
thought Scott's only second worth
speaking of, whom Southey, a very
different person from either, esteemed
highly, whom Wilson selected as the
mouthpiece and model for one of the
most singular and (I venture to say
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despite a certain passing whve of un-
popularity) one of the most enduring
of literary character-parts, and to
whom Lockhart was, as Hogg himself
late in life sets down, “a warm and
disinterested friend . 'We have seen
what Professor Veitch thinks of him—
that he is the king of a higher school
than Scott’s. On the other hand, I
fear the general English impression
of him is rather that given by no Eng-
lishman, but by Thomas Carlyle, at
the time of Hogg’s visit to London in
1832. Carlyle describes him as talk-
ing and behaving like a * gomeril”,
and amusing the town by walking
about in a huge gray plaid, which was
supposed to be an advertisement
suggested by his publisher.

The king of a school higher than
Scott’s and the veriest gomeril—these
surely, though the judges be not quite
of equal competence, are judgments of
a singularly contradictory kind. Let
us see what middle term we can find
between them.

The mighty volume (it has been
Hogg’s ill-fortune that the most acces-
sible edition of his work is in two
great double-columned royal octavos,
heavy to the hand and not too grate-
ful to the eye) which contains the
Shepherd’s collected poetical work is
not for every reader. ‘ Poets? where
are they’¥ Wordsworth is said, on
the authority of De Quincey, to have
asked, with a want of graciousness of
manners uncommon even in him and
never forgiven by Hogg, when the lat-
ter used the plural in his presence,
and in that of Wilson and Lloyd. It
was unjust as well as rude, but endless
allowance certainly has to be made for
Hogg as a poet. I do not know to
whom the epigram that * everything
that is written in Scotch dialect is not
necessarily poetry ” is originally due,
but there is certainly some justice in
it. Scotch, as a language, has grand
accommodations ; it has richer vowels
and a more varied and musical arrange-
ment of consonants than English,
while it falls not much short of Eng-
lish in freedom from that mere mono-
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tony which besets the richly-vowelled
continental languages. It has an
almost unrivalled provision of poetical
clichés (the sternest purist may admit
a French word which has no English
equivalent), that is to say, the stock
phrases which Heaven knows who first
minted and which will pass till they
are worn out of all knowledge. It
has two great poets—one in the verna-
cular, one in the literary language—
who are rich enough to keep a bank
for their inferiors almost to the end
of time. The depreciation of it by
“ glaikit Englishers’’ (I am a glaikit
Englisher who does not depreciate),sim-
ply because it is unfamiliar and rustic-
looking, is silly enough. But its best

ractitioners are sometimes prone to
orget that nothing ready-made will do
as poetry, and that you can no more
take a short cut to Parnassus by spell-
ing good ‘“guid” and liberally using
“ava ”’, than you can execute the same
journey by calling a girl a nymph and
a boy a swain. The reason why Burns
is a great poet, and one of the greatest,
is that he seldom or never does this in
Scots. When he takes to the short
cut, as he does sometimes, he usually
« gets to his English ”. Of Hogg, who
wrote some charming things and many
good ones, the same cannot be said.
No writer known to me, not even the
eminent Dr. Young, who has the root
of the poetical matter in him at all, is so
utterly uncritical as Hogg. He does
not seem even to have known when he
borrowed and when he was original
‘We have seen that he told Scott that
he was not of his school. Now a great
deal that he wrote, perhaps indeed
actually the major part of his verse, is
simply imitation and not often very
good imitation of Scott. Indeed
Hogg had & certain considerable
faculty of conscious parody as well
as of unconscious imitation, and his
¢ Poetic Mirror”, which he wrote as
a kind of humorous revenge on his
brother bards for refusing to contri-
bute, is a fair second to ‘ Rejected
Addresses”. The amusing thing is
that he often parodied where he did
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not mean parody in the least, and
nowadays we do not want Scott-and-
water, Another vein of Hogg’s,
which he worked mercilessly, is a simi-
lar imitation, not of Scott, but of the
weakest echoes of Percy’s ¢ Reliques ” :

O sad, sad, was young Mary’s plight :
She took the cup, no word she spake,

She had even wished that very night
To sleep and never more to wake.

Sad, sad indeed is the plight of the
poet who publishes verses like this, of
which there are thousands of lines to
be found in Hogg. And then one
comes to ‘“Kilmeny"”, and the note
changes with a vengeance :

Bonny Kilmeny gaed up the glen ;

But it wasna to meet Duneira’s men,

Nor the rosy monk of the isle to see,

For Kilmeny was pure as pure could be.
It was only to hear the yorlin sing,

And pu’ the cress-flower round the spring,
The scarlet hip and the hindberry,

For Kilmeny was pure as pure could be,

Kilmeny looked up with a lovely grace,

But naeysmile was seen on Kilmgny’s face ;

As still was her look and as still was
her ee

As tllle stillness that lay on the emeraut
ea,

Or the mist that sleeps on a waveless sea.

For Kilmeny had been she kent not where,

And Kilmeny had seen what she could not
declare ;

Kilmeny had been where the cock never
crew,

Where the rain never fell and the wind
never blew. .

No matter that it is necessary even
here to make a cento, that the untu-
tored singer cannot keep up the song
by natural force and has not skill
enough to dissemble the lapses. ¢ Kil-
meny” at its best is poetry —such
poetry as, to take Hogg's contempo-
raries only, there is none in Rogers or
Crabbe, little I fear in Southey, and
not much in Moore. Then there is no
doubt at all that he could write ballads.
“The Witch of Fife’ is long and is
not improved by being written (at
least in one version) in a kind of
Scots that never was on land or sea,

but it is quite admirable of its class.
“The Good Grey Cat ", his own imita-
tion of himself in the ¢ Poetic Mir-
ror ”, comes perhaps second to it, and
“The Abbot McKinnon ", which is
rather close to the imitations of Scott
third, but there are plenty of others.
As for his poems of the more ambi-
tious kind, “ Mador of the Moor”,
“Pilgrims of the Sun”, and even
“Queen Hynde ”, let blushing glory—
the glory attached to the literary
department—hide the days on which
he produced those. She can very well
afford it, for the hiding leaves un-
touched the division of Hogg's poetical
work which furnishes his highest
claims to fame except ¢ Kilmeny”,
the division of the songs. These are
numerous and unequal as & matter of
course. Not a few of them are merely
variations on older scraps and frag-
ments of the kind which Burns bhad
made popular ; some of them are ab-
solute rubbish; some of them are
mere imitations of Burns himself.
But this leaves abundance of precious
remnants, as the Shepherd’s covenant-
ing friends would have said. The be-
fore-mentioned “ Donald Macdonald ”
is a famous song of its kind : “ I'll no
wake wi’ Annie” comes very little
short of Burns's “ Green grow the
rashes O 1", The piece on the lifting
of the banner of Buccleuch, though a
curious contrast with Scott’s *“ Up
with the Banner” does not suffer
too much by the comparison : “Cam’
ye by Athol” and “When the kye
comes hame” everybody knows, and
I do not know whether it is & mere
delusion, but there seems to me to be
a rare and agreeable humour in *“The
Village of Balmaquhapple”.

D’ye ken the big village of Balmaquhapple ?
The hirealt ?muckle village of Balmaqu-
pp-e
"Tis steeped in iniquity up to the thrapple,
An’ what’s to become o' poor Balmaqu-
happle ?

‘Whereafter follows an invocation to
8t. Andrew, with a characteristic sug-
gestion that he may spare himself the
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trouble of intervening for certain per-
sons such as

Geordie, our deacon for want of a better,
And Bess, wha delights in the sins that
beset her—

ending with the milder prayer :

But as for the rest, for the women’s sake
save them,

Their bodies at least, and their sauls if
they have them.

And -sa_ve: without word of conf‘esaion
auricular,
The cler}:"sﬂ;b:nny daughters, and Bell in

partic ;
For ye ken that their beauty’s the pride

and the stapple
Of the great wicked village of Balmaqu-

happle!
“Donald McGillavry” which de-
ceived Jeffrey is another of the half
inarticulate songs which have the
gift of setting the blood coursing ;
and plenty more charming things will
reward the explorer of the Shepherd’s
country. Only let that explorer be
prepared for pages on pages of the
most unreadable stuff, the kind of
stuff which hardly any educated man,
however great a “ gomeril” he might
be, would ever dream of putting to
paper, much less of sending to press.
It is fair to repeat that the educated
man who thus refrained would probably
be a very long time before he wrote
“Kilmeny,” or even “Donald McGil-
lavry "and “ The Village of Balmaqu-
happle ",

Still (though to say it, is enough to
make him turn in his grave) if Hogg
had been a verse-writer alone he would,
except for ‘ Kilmeny " and his songs,
hardly be worth remembering, save by
professed critics and literary free-
selectors. A little better than Allan
Cunningham, he is but for that single,
sudden, and unsustained inspiration of
“ Kilmeny ”’, and one or two of his
songs, so far below Burns that Burns
might enable us to pay no attention to
him and not lose much. As for Scott,
“Proud Maisie” (a simply unap-
proachable thing), the fragments that
Elspeth Cheyne sings, even the single

stanza in “ Guy Mannering”, ¢ Are
these the Links of Forth ? she said”’,
any one of a thousand snatches that
Sir Walter has scattered about his
books with a godlike carelessness will
““ding” Hogg and all his works on
their own field. But then it is not
saying anything very serious against
a man to say that he is not so great as
Scott. With those who know what
poetry is, Hogg will keep his corner,
“not a polished corner” as Sydney
would say, of the temple of Apollo.
Hogg wrote prose even more freely
than he wrote verse, and after the
same fashion—a fashion which he
describes with equal frankness and
truth by the phrases, ¢ dashing on”,
“ writing a8 if in desperation,” “min-
gling pathos and absurdity ”’, and so
forth, Tales, novels, sketches, all
were the same to him ; and he had the
same queer mixture of confidence in
their merits and doubt about the
manner in which they were written.
The *Brownie of Bodsbeck’, the
““Three Perils of Man" (which appears
re-fashioned in the modern editions of
his works as ““The Siege of Roxburgh "),
the “Three Perils of Woman ", the
¢ Shepherd’s Calendar ”, and numerous
other uncollected tales exhibit for the
most part very much the same charac-
teristics. ~Hogg knew the Scottish
peasantry well, he had abundant stores
of unpublished folk lore, he could in-
vent more when wanted, he was not
destitute of the true poetic knowledge
of human nature, and at his best he
could write strikingly and pictur-
esquely. But he simply did not know
what self-criticism was, he had no
notion of the conduct or carpentry of
a story, and though he was rather
fond of choosing antique subjects, and
prided himself on his knowledge of
old Scots, he was quite as likely to
put the baldest modern touches in the
mouth of a heroine of the fourteenth
or fifteenth century as not. If any-
body takes pleasure in seeing how a
good story can be spoilt, let him look
at the sixth chapter of the ‘ Shep-
herd’s Calendar”, *“The Souters of
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Selkirk ”’, and if any one wants to read
a novel of antiquity which is not like
Scott, let him read “The Bridal of
Polmood ”.

In the midst, however, of all this
chaotic work,{there is still to be found,
though misnamed, one of the most re-
markable stories of its kind ever
written—a story which, as I have
said before, is mnot only extraordi-
narily good of itself, but insists
peremptorily that the reader shall
wonder how the devil it got where
it is. This is the book now called
The Private Memoirs and Confessions
of a Fanatic”, but by its proper and
original title, *“ The Confessions of a
Justified Sinner”. Hogg's reference
to it in his Autobiography is suffi-
ciently odd. *‘The next year (1824),
he says “I published ¢ The Confessions
of a Fanatic [Sinner]’, but, it being a
story replete with horrors, after I had
written it I durst not venture to put
my name to it, so it was published
anonymously, and of course did not
sell very well—so at least I believe,
for I do not remember ever receiving
anything for it, and I am sure if there
had been a reversion [he means return]
I should bhave had a moiety. How-
ever I never asked anything, so on
that point there was no misunder-
standing . And he says nothing
more about it, except to inform us
that his publishers, Messrs. Longman,
who had given him for his two previous
books a hundred and fifty pounds each
‘‘as soon as the volumes were put to
press”, and who had published the
“Confessions” on half profits, ob-
served, when his next book was
offered to them, that ¢ his last pub-
lication (the ¢ Confessions') had been
found fault with in some very ma-
terial points, and they begged leave
to decline the present one until they
consulted some other persons”. That
is all. But the Reverend Thomas
Thomson, Hogg's editor, an indus-
trious and not incompetent man of
letters, while admitting that it is
“in excellence of plot, concentration

of language and vigorous language,

one of the best and most interesting
[he might have said the best without
a second] of Hogg's tales ”, observes
that it ‘“alarmed the religious portion
of the community who hastily thought
that the author was assailing Christi-
anity ”. ‘Nothing could be more
unfounded,” says the Reverend Thomas
Thomson with much justice. He
might have added that it would have
been much more reasonable to suspect
the author of practice with the Evil
One in order to obtain the power of
writing anything so much better than
his usual work.

For, in truth, *“ The Confessions of
a Justified Sinner”, while it has all
Hogg's merits and more, is quite as-
toundingly free from his defects. As
its original edition, though an agreeable
volume, is rare, and its later ones are
buried amidst discordant rubbish,
it may not be improper to give
some account of it. The time is
pitched just about the Revolution and
the years following and, according to
a common if not altogether praise-
worthy custom, the story consists of
an editor's narrative and of the
¢¢ Confessions " proper imbedded there-
in. The narrative tells how a drinking
Royalist laird married an exceedingly
precise young woman, how the dissen-
sion which was probable broke out
between them, how a certain divine,
the Reverend Robert Wringham, en-
deavoured to convert the sinner at the
instances of the saint, and perhaps
succeeded in consoling the saint at the
expense of the sinner ; how the laird
sought more congenial society with a
certain cousin of his named Arabella
Logan, and how, rather out of jealousy
than forgiveness, such a union or quasi-
union took place between husband and
wife that they had two sons, George
and Robert, the elder of whom was
his father's favourite and like, while
the younger was pretty much left to the
care of Mr. Wringham. The tale then
tells how, after hardly seeing one
another in boyhood, the brothers met
a8 young men at Edinburgh, where on |
extreme provocation the elder was with-
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in an ace of killing the younger. The
end of it was that, after Robert had
brought against George a charge of
assaulting him on Arthur’s Seat, George
himself was found mysteriously mur-
dered in an Edinburgh close. His
mother cared naught for it ; his father
soon died of grief; the obnoxious
Robert succeeded to the estates and
only Arabella Logan was left to do
what she could to clear up the mystery,
which, after certain strange passages,
she did. But when warrants were
made out against Robert he had dis-
appeared,and the whole thing remained
wrapped in more mystery than ever.

To this narrative succeed the Con-
fessions of Robert himself. He takes
of course the extreme side both of his
mother and of her doctrines, but for
some time, though an accomplighed
Pharisee, he is not assured of salvation,
till at last his adopted (if not real)
father Wringham announces that he
has wrestled sufficiently in prayer and
has received assurance.

Thereupon the young man sallies out
in much exaltation of feeling and full
of contempt for the unconverted. As
he goes he meets another young man
of mysterious appearance, who seems
to be an exact double of himself. This
wraith, however, presents himself as
only a humble admirer of Robert’s
spiritual glory, and holds much con-
verse with him. He meets this person
repeatedly, but is never able to ascer-
tain who he is. The stranger says
that he may be called Gil Martin
if Robert likes, but hints that he is
some great one—perhaps the Czar
Poter, who was then known to be
travelling incognito about Europe. For
a time his illustrious friend (as he
generally calls him) exaggerates the
extremest doctrines of Calvinism and
slips easily from this into suggestions
of positive crime. A minister named
Blanchard, who has overheard his
conversation, warns Robert against
him, and Gil Martin in return points
out Blanchard as an enemy to religion
whom it is Robert’s duty to take off.
They lay wait for the minister and

pistol him, the illustrious friend man-
aging not only to avert all suspicion
from themselves, but to throw it with
capital consequences on a perfectly
innocent person. After this initiation
in blood Robert is fully reconciled to
the * great work” and, going to Edin-
burgh, is led by his illustrious friend
without difficulty into the series of
plots against his brother which had
to outsiders so strange an appearance,
and which ended in a fresh murder.
‘When Robert in the course of events
above described becomes master of
Dalchastel, the family estate, his il-
lustrious friend accompanies him and
the same process on. But now
things turn less happily for Robert.
He finds himself, without any conscious-
ness of the acts charged, accused on
apparently indubitable evidence, first
of peccadillos, then of serious crimes.
Seduction, forgery, murder, even mat-
ricide are hinted against him, and at
last, under the impression that indis-
putable proofs of the last two crimes
have been discovered, he flies from his
house. After a short period of wan-
dering, in which his illustrious friend
alternately stirs up all men against
him and tempts him to suicide, he
finally in despair succumbs to the temp-
tation and puts an end to his life.
This of course ends the Memoir, or
rather the Memoir ends just before
the catastrophe. Thereis then a short
postscript in which the editor tells a
tale of a suicide found with some such
legend attaching to him on a Border
hillside, of an account given in
“ Blackwood ” of the searching of the
grave, and of a visit to it made by
himself (the editor), his friend Mr.
L t of C d [Lockbart of
Chiefswood], Mr. L w [Scott's
Laidlaw]and others. The whole thing
ends with a very well written bit of
rationalization of the now familiar
kind, discussing the authenticity of
the Memoirs, and concluding that
they are probably tbe work of some
one suffering from religious mania, or
perhaps a sort of parable or allegory
worked out with insufficient skill.
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Although some such account as this
was necessary, no such account, unless
illustrated with the most copious cita-
tion, could do justice to the book.
The first part or Narrative is not of
extraordinary, though it is of con-
siderable merit, and has someof Hogg's
usual faults. The Memoirs proper
are almost wholly free from these
faults. In no book known to me is
the grave treatment of the topsyturvy
and improbable better managed; al-
though by an old trick it pleases the
¢ editor "’ to depreciate his work in the
passage just mentioned. The writer,
whoever he was, was fully qualified for
the task. The possibility of a young
man of narrow intellect—his passion
against his brother already excited,
and his whole mind given to the theo-
logy of predestination—gliding into
such ideas as are here described is un-
doubted ; and it is made thoroughly
credible to the reader. The story
of the pretended Gil Martin, prepos-
terous as it is, is told by the unlucky
maniac exactly in the manner in which
a man deluded but with occasional
suspicions of his delusion would tell it.
The gradual change from intended and
successful rascality and crime into the
incurring or the supposed incurring of
the most hideous guilt without any
actual consciousness of guilty action
may seem an almost hopeless thing to
treat probably. Yet iv is so treated
here. And the final gathering and
blackening of the clouds of despair
(though here again there is a very
slight touch of Hogg's undue prolong-
ation of things) exhibits literary
power of the ghastly kind infinitely
different from and far above the usual
raw-head-and-bloodybones story of the
supernatural.

Now, who wrote it ?

No doubt, so far as I know, has
been generally entertained of Hogg's
authorship, though, since I myself en-
tertained doubts on the subject, I have
found some good judges not unwilling
to agree with me. Although admitting

that it appeared anonymously, Hogg
claims it, as we have seen, not only

without hesitation but apparently
without any suspicion that it was a
particularly valuable or meritorious
thing to claim on the one hand,
and without any attempt to shift the
responsibility, though it had been
a failure, on the other. His pub-
lishers do not seem to have doubted
then that it was his; nor, I have been
told, have their representatives any
reason to doubt it now. His daughter
I think, does not so much as mention
it in her Memorials, but his various
biographers have never, so far as I
know, hinted the least hesitation. At
the same time I am absolutely unable
to believe that it is Hogg's unadulter-
ated and unassisted work. It is not one
of those cases where a man once tries a
particular style and then from accident,
disgust, or what not, relinquishes it.
Hogg was always trying the super-
natural, and he failed in it, except in
this instance, as often as he tried it.
‘Why should he on this particular occa-
sion have been saved from himself ¢
and who saved him {—for that great
part of the book at least is his there
can be no doubt.

By way of answer to these questions
I can at least point out certain coinci-
dences and probabilities. It has been
seen that Lockhart’s name actually
figures in the postscript to the book.
Now at this time and for long after-
wards Lockhart was one of the closest
of Hogg’s literary allies; and Hogg,
while admitting that the author of
¢ Peter's Letters” hoaxed him as he
hoaxed everybody, is warm in his
praise. He describes him in his Auto-
biography as “a warm and disinter-
ested friend”. He tells us in the
book on Scott how he had a plan even
later than this that Lockhart should
edit all his (the Shepherd’s) works, for
discouraging which plan he was very
cross with Sir Walter. Further, the
vein of the Confessions is very
closely akin to, if not wholly identical
with, a vein which Lockhart not only
worked on his own account but worked
at this very same time. It was in
these very years of his residence at
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Chiefswood that Lockhart produced
the little masterpiece of ¢ Adam Blair ”
(where the terrors and temptations of
a convinced Presbyterian minister are
dwelt upon), and “ Matthew Wald ”,
which is the very history of a lunatic
as full of horrors, and those of no
very different kind, as the Confes-
sions themselves. That editing, and
perhaps something more than editing,
on Lockhart’s part would have been
exactly the thing necessary to prune
and train and direct the Shepherd’s
disorderly luxuriance into the method-
ical madness of the Justified Sinner—
to give Hogg's loose though by no
means vulgar style the dress of his
own polished mapner—to weed and
shape and correct and straighten the
faults of the Boar of the Forest—
nobody who knows the undoubted
writing of the two men will deny. And
Lockhart, who was so careless of his
work that to this day it is difficult, if
not impossible, to ascertain what he
did or did not write unassisted, would
certainly not have been the man to
claim a share in the book, even had it
made more noise ; though he may have
thought of this as well as of other
things when, in his wrath over the
foolish blethering about Scott, he
wrote that the Shepherd’s views of
literary morality were peculiar. As
for Hogg himself, he would never have
thought of acknowledging any such
editing or collaboration if it did take
place ; and that not nearly so much
from vanity or dishonesty as from
simple carelessness, dashed perhaps
with something of the inveterate
habit of literary trickery which the
society in which he lived affected, and
which he carried as far at least as
any one of its members.

It may seem rather hard after praising
a man’s ewe lamb so highly to question
his right in her. But I do not think
there is any real hardship. I should
think that the actual imagination of

the story is chiefly Hogg's, for Lock-
hart’s forte was not that quality and
his own novels suffer rather for want of
it. If this be the one specimen of what
the Shepherd’s genius could turn out
when it submitted to correction and
training, it gives us a wuseful and in-
teresting explanation why the mass of
his work, with such excellent flashes,
is 8o flawed and formless as a whole. It
explains why he wished Lockhart to
edit the others. It explainsat the same
time why (for the Shepherd’s vanity
was never far off) he set apparently
little store by the book. It is only a
hypothesis of course, and a hypothesis
which is very unmlikely ever to be
proved, while in the nature of things
it is even less capable of disproof.
But I think there is good critical reason
for it.

At any rate, I confess for myself,
that I should not take anything like
the same interest in Hogg, if he were
not the putative author of the Con-
fessions, The book is in a style which
wearies soon if it be overdone and
which is very difficult indeed to do
well. But it is one of the very best
things of its kind, and that is a claim
which ought never to be overlooked.
And if Hogg in some unluck y moment
did really “ write it all by himself ”,
as the children say, then we could
make up for him a volume composed
of it, of ¢ Kilmeny ", and of the best of
the songs, which would be a very
remarkable volume indeed. It would
not represent a twentieth part of his
collected work,and it would probablyre-
present a still smaller fraction of what
he wrote, while all the rest would be
vastly inferior. But it would be a
title to no inconsiderable place in
literature, and we know that good
judges did think Hogg with all his
personal weakness and all his literary
short-comings entitled to such a place.

GEORGE SAINTSBURY.
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DANTE.

THAT singer who in Italy of old

Grew lean of sorrow and his great endeavour
To lead life by a passage high and bold

To gaze upon its destiny, while ever
Love to the living should out mercy hold,—

They say was proud ; nor could his own worth sever
From what he claimed its due from men who went
Up and down Florence on light aims intent.

True! He who with an unclogged purpose lifts \
His heart beyond what even his eyes may reach,
ys hard hands on himself, and sternly sifts
For what in him is best and none may impeach ;

86 that unto mankind Heaven's gracious gifts
He may impart, and their high uses teach

By means most potent—he of joy forlorn,

May seem to meaner men a man of scorn.

‘With eye-brows drawn and sad averted face
He walks beyond the outskirts of the crowd,
And with austere hand holds his robe in place;
Most silent when men’s laughter is most loud;
A blind severity to all the grace
That vice from virtue steals. Men call him proud;
Yet he himself knows well what is his loss,
And his own band his heart nails to a cross.

Had Love a secret that she hid from him?

Her graciousness and glory he had seen;
Her all-sufficing beauty was made dim

He knew, because the purblind race of men
Sought first to find in her the Seraphim

Of their desires exalted to be Queen,
Dethroning her they knew not; but he knew.
Yet, was there something hidden from his view 1

Nay! All that eye could tell of her he knew,

And all that brain conceive or fancy draw.
Rapt in majestic vision high he flew,

Till on the clear steps of God’s throne he saw
Her full beatitude, and to him drew

The sweetness of her look. Still pain did gnaw
His heart. But had she come with gentle breast,
And leaned to him, perchance he had found rest.
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THE GARDENS OF POMPEIL

THosE who have had the good for-
tune to visit Pompeii will remember

that important Greek addition to the

Roman house, the peréstylium, which .
became the centre of domestic life,*

.while the atrium was reserved for the

reception of clienty.| It was a covered
gallery with columbs round an open
court, from which the private rooms\

, of the house received their air and!

light.
and the open space in the centre was
also much larger. While the atrium
had its reservoir, or tmpluvium, for
receiving the rain-water, the peristy-
lium usually had a fountain, or a
piscina, surroupded with shrubs and
flower-beds. This was o ten the sole
viridarium or garden of the house, but,
many of the houses have besides a'

: garden at the back, which had also’

~

frequently a fountain either in the;

centre or against the wall. In some
of these gardens, as well as in the
peristylia the roots of the plants, the
tiles round the beds, and the leaden
pipes for the irrigation have been
found. In the house of Pansa, one of
the largest at Pompeii, in that of
Epidius Rufus, and in another name-
less house, the long, narrow, symmet-
rical rows of beds, leaving no room

for regular paths, clearly show that

the space had been devoted to the
cultivation of vegetables. There, no
doubt, grew the renowned Pompeian
eabbage mentioned by Pliny and’
Columella. These gardens are divided
from the houses by a portico with one
small room openingout into it, probably
that of the gardener. In Pansa’s house
all traces of beds have now disa.ppeuv:i
they are preserved in that of Epidius
Rufus, and behind the vegetable
garden of this house there is a raised
piece of ground which may have served
as a flower- gardeg Mazois, the ardent

It was larger than the atrium, }

archeeologist, who devoted the best
years of a short life to the excavation
and study of Pompeii! describes the
garden of the house of Pansa and his
emotion on seeing a small plant appear
on the freshly excavated ground. He
watched it from day to day with eager
attention, but alas! it proved to be
nothing but a wild pea common to that
neighbourhood, which after the re-
moval of the soil had been swept by the
rain into the ancient kitchen garden.

“«]J1 fallut”, says Mazois, *renoncer

au plaisir d'avoir trouvé de 'herbe
antique, mais malgré I'extravagance de
ma premiére idée, j’eus de la peine &
prendre la vérité de bonne gréce, il me
semblait qu'elle me volait quelque
chose.”

These vegetable gardens furnish an
interesting illustration of a passage in
Pliny’s Natural History. Speaking
of the way to lay out a garden he
says: “The ground should be divided)"
into plots or beds with raised and
rounded edges, each of which should
have a path dug round it, by mean
of which access may be afforded to th¢
gardener, and a channel formed fo
the water needed for irrigation.” One
perfectly isolated garden has been
found with only a small habitation
for the gardener attached to it. This
was likewise laid out in symmetrical
rows of beds which looked more
business-like than ornamental ; it was
to all appearance a nursery-garden
kept for mercantile purposes. Round
one of the beds a row of pots, con-
sisting of amphore divided from their
upper parts, were found in the earth
close together. These were evidently
meant to hold plants or seedlings.
“There are few establishments at
Pompeii,” says Overbeck, * which are

1 He died in 1826 before his work was com-
pleted. The architect Gau continued it.
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so analogous to our own and present
such a familiar look”. In the house
of Sallust, where there was but little
room, the garden consisted of a path-
way running along a portico. Flowers
were planted in boxes on each side,
and the outer wall was painted with

untain-jets, trees and birds to give
hn enlarged appearance. A charmingly
decorated summer ¢réclinium, or dining-
room with an arbour opened into it.
The stone seats, the leg of the table,
the adjoining altar for the libations,
the marble basin for receiving the
fountain which sprang out of the wall,
are still there, and it is difficult to re-
alize that the life that once animated
this lovely scene vanished from it
more than eighteen hundred years
ago!

Representations in fresco of gardens
such a8 those on the walls of Sallust
are very frequent at Pompeii, and
though they are now unfortunately
much faded, they still throw a curious
light on the arrangements of the gar-
dens in those days. They were intro-
duced into mural decoration by the
Roman landscape-painter Ludius, in
the reign of Augustus, and seem to
have been much in favour. They were
especially intended for the walls of
gardens and peristylia, but they have
been found sometimes in other places—
chiefly in bath-rooms—both at Pompeii
and in Rome, and even in a tomb.
Pliny the Younger mentions paintings
of this kind in his villa in Tuscany.
In the letter describing his house and
gardens he speaks of a room, * which
being situated close to a plane-tree
enjoys a constant shadeand green. It
is sculptured in marble up to the
podium, and above it is painted foliage
with birds among the branches, which
is not less graceful than the marble.
Underneath there is a little fountain”,

In a place like Pompeii, where the
houses and gardens were small, these
decorations had special advantages as
they were intemded to represent an
~extension of space .designs were
very varied, as may e seen from the
fragments that remain, Among flowers

The Gardens of Pompeis.

- and groups of trees there are fountai/;::,

{ statuary, trellis-work, large birds, such

as peacocks—all of natural slze,l and
“illustrating how much care was be-
stowed on the ormamental gardening
of that period. Of all the paintin
of this kind the best executed and bes
preserved have been found on the four
walls of a chamber in the Villa ad
as of Livia, excavated at Prir
orta ear Rome in 1863. They: re-
present the whole plan of a garden
with trees, flowers and birds, and bear
the stamp of a master's touch. Inthe
necessarily .rapid . fresco-execution the
salient features, such as the character.
of the foliage by which the trees are
distinguished,have been vividly brought
out, and it is thought not improbable
that they may be by the hand of
Ludius himself. But though inferior’
in execution none have come down to
us with more touching associations
than those which were found in the
tomb of a Greek family near Rome on
the Latin road between the tomb of
the Scipios and the Columbarium. In
a frieze above were the portraits of
the different members of the family,
twelve in number, with the names
inscribed, and below it there was a
painting of trees and birds with the
blue sky seen through the foliage. On
a stone in this tomb a remarkable
inscription in Greek verse was found.
The owner, identifying the painting
with the reality, rejoices that no thorns
and brambles grow round his tomb,
and no night-birds shriek near his
resting-place, but that his shrine is
surrounded with beautiful trees and
fruit-laden boughs, the cwa.da, the
swallow and nightingale singing their
melodious songs. His name was
Patron. He did good to men on earth
that in Hades also some lovely place
might fall to his lot. He died in his
youth, and all that now remained was
the work he had done in his lifetime.
The tomb has been described by Padre
Secchi, and Woirmann gives a very
1 This refers onl to the garden representa-

tions that cover There are other
smaller ones in umhtxon of panel pictures. -
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pretty German translation of the lines, and fountains we see in the Pompeian
which show that there existed in pictures—such were the main features
ancient world, especially among the|of the gardens in the first century of
Greeks, as deep and genuine a love of | {the Empire. The tradition of them
Nature as could be found in m was more or less preserved in the
Ht’imes. The paintings have been ruth- monasteries all through the Middle
essly removed, and it is not even Ages,and before Le Notre’s time there
known what has become of them. had been a growing taste in Italy, in
In the Casa del Centenario, the England, and notably in Holland, for
remarkable house partly excavated in reviving the tree-sculpture of Pliny.
1879 at the time of the eighteenth Horace Walpole speaks of a piece of
centenary of the eruption, there is a ancient Arras tapestry at Warwick
small garden, with a frieze representing Castle in which there was a garden
an aguarium in which zoologists have exactly resembling those he had seen
ized the present fauna of the inthe Herculaneum paintings: “S8mall,
Gulf of Naples. Twoof the groups—a square enclosures formed by trellis-
fight between a polype and a murena, work and ‘espaliers’, and regularly
and a lobster killing a murena—are ornamented with vases, fountains and
remarkably well executed. caryatides, elegantly symmetrical and
In that beautiful and interesting proper for the narrow spaces allotted
house of the Faun, the garden is sur- to the garden of a house in a capital
rounded by a portico with fifty-six city.” This tapestry could only have
Doric columns. In the so-called house reproduced the garden of the period,
of Diomed the garden also has a por- for neither Pompeii nor Herculaneum
tico, and it may be remembered that had been excavated. We know in fact -
close to the gate were found two skele- that Hentzner, who travelled in Eng-
tons, believed to have been ‘those of land in Queen Elizabeth’s time, saw
the master and his slave who tried to gardens very like those representa-
escape while the other members of the tions, “ groves ornamented with trellis-
y had hidden in the cellars. work”, ‘cabinets of verdure’”, whole
‘With the assistance of the Pompeian walls covered with rosemary, marble
pictures, and especially the description columns and fountains, all reminis-
ven by the Younger Pliny of his cences of classical times.
villa in Tuscany and various passages Le N6tre, who had studied painting,
in the Elder’s Natural History, it is wutilized what was best in the efforts
not difficult to reconstruct the leading of his predecessors, aiming above all
features of the-Roman gardens. things at unity of design, whence his
They must havs—borne a close re- acknowledged superiority and the
semblance to those which Le Notre credit he often receives of having ipi-
laid out in the seventeenth century, and tiated the style. In the Roman days;,
of which we still find tracés in old- as well as in later times, the box was’
fashioned country houses. This style chiefly used for the purpose of clipping,,
had in fact grown out of various but the laurel, the cypress, the myrtle,
attempts made at different periods, and the pitch-tree were sometimes
especially since the Renaissance, to treated in the same way, and the ivy
reproduce the classical gardens of an- was made to cover the trees and wallsA
tiquity. Straight alleys, not unfre- Pliny’s gardens were elaborately laici
quently converging to a centre, the out in this fashion. “In front of the
socalled quincunx, symmetrically laid- portico’, he writes, “is a sort of ter-
out flower-beds surrounded with box race, edged with box and shrubs cut
or tiles, close and double plantations of into different shapes. You descend
trees, shrubs clipped into hedges, pyra- from the terrace by an easy slope
mids,andsometimes men, animals, ships, adorned with the figures of animals in
letters, with the trellis-work, statuary box, facing each other, to a lane over-
No. 361.—vor. rxI. D
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spread with the soft and flexible
acanthus ; this is surrounded by a
wall enclosed with evergreens shaped
into a variety of forms. Beyond it is
the gestatio laid out in the form of a
circus running round the multiform
box hedge and the dwarf trees which
are cut quite close. The whole ie
fenced in with a wall completely
covered by box cut into steps all the
way up to the top.” The Elder Pliny
describes how the cypress was manipu-
lated : “For a long time it was only
used for marking the intervals between
rows of pines; at the present day,
however, it is clipped and trained to
form hedgerows or else is thinned and
lengthened out in the various designs
employed in ornamental gardening to
represent scenes of hunting, fleets and
various other objects; these it covers
with a small leaf which is always
n.’!

It scarcely required the testimony
of Pliny to convince us that this ars
topiaria, or art of ornamenting the
gardens, was a growth ‘of Roman soil
and not of Greek origin. With the
increasing luxury in the latter days of
the Republic, when the Romans began
to build villas all round the Bay of
Naples and on other: beantiful sites,
the taste for gardening had greatly
increased. The old idea that the
garden was for utility only was super-
seded by an excessive love for orna-
mental gardening which developed—
probably under Oriental influences—
into the ars topiaria. It was said to
have been invented by Caius Matius,
surnamed Calvena, & man of noble cha-
racter and varied accomplishments,
the friend of Julius Cesar, Cicero and
Augustus. He is best known by the
beauntiful letter he wrote to Cicero
after the murder of Csesar; he is be-
lieved to have translated the Iliad
into Latin; he wrote a book on
cookery and he gave his name to the
Matian apple. The very name of the
ornamental gardener, topiarius, and
the fact that Pliny in his Natural
History specially distinguishes those
plants which were suited for this kind

The Gardens of Pompeii.

of gardening, show how general the
practice was. Ludius, the contem-
porary of Matius, reproduced it in his
paintings, and examples of it have
been found on the Pompeian walls.
At the same time the unconventional
beauties of Nature were not lost sight
of. In Pliny’s villa the two aspects
were brought into sudden juxtaposition
to set off better the merit of each.

The Romans had received most of
their cultivated plants, like all that
was best in their civilization, from the
Greeks who had themselves imported
them from Asia. Little is known of
early Greek gardening beyond the
Homeric legend of the gardens of
Alcinous, where the flowers never
faded and the trees gave their fruit
all the year round ; Herodotus also
speaks of the garden of Midas, son
of Gordias, full of fragrant wild roses
with sixty leaves. Gardening in Greece
was greatly stimulated by Alexander’s
campaigns, which made the Greeks
acquainted with a new vegetation and
with the celebrated gardens of the
East. Pliny describes the trees which
created the admiration of the con-

. queror of this new world, and Diodorus

of Sicily relates how he turned out
of his wayin his march from Celense
to the Nissan plains to look at the
gardens of Semiramis at the foot of
Mount Bagistanus. The first botani-
cal garden was subsequently founded
at Athens by Theophrastus, the disciple
and successor of Aristotle and the
earliest known writer on botany;
while private gardens came into use
through Epicurus, who is said to have
been the first to possess one. At the
same time many attempts at acclima-
tization were made in various parts
of Alexander's Empire, whence the
plants passed into Italy. The worship
of trees had been from the earliest
time a great factor in the distribution
of plants, as without the tree which
the divinity had selected for himself,
no temple could be erected to him,nor
could his religious rites be performed.
Thus the oak was sacred to Zeus, the
laurel to Apollo, the olive to Athene,
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the myrtle to Aphrodite, the poplar to
Heracles ; and wherever the worship
of these divinities was carried, & cut-
ting from the holy tree of their temple
had to be planted. These attempts
were of course not always successful.
Pliny relates on the authority of Theo-
_ phrastus that Harpalus (Governor of
Babylon .under Alexander) vainly
tried to naturalise the ivy, the plant
of Bacchus, in Media, and he else-
where mentions that at Panticapeum
near the Cimmerian Bosporus (now
Kertch in the Crimea), Mithridates
and the inhabitants of the place made
unsuccessful efforts to cultivate the
myrtle and the laurel for certain re-
ligious rites. Sometimes, according to
tradition, gods had planted their own
sacred trees; Demeter brought the
first fig-tree to Attica, Athene planted
the olive on the Acropolis at Athens,
and Aphrodite the pomegranate at
Cyprus. The sacred trees and groves
where the divinities dwelt afforded,
like the altar, protection and right of
agylum and were in their turn pro-
tected from injury and might not be
cut down. Where the tree prospered,
the god grew in favour. Sophocles
speaks of the sway Bacchus held over
Italy, and there can be no doubt that
the ascendency of the Dionysian wor-
.ship was owing to the volcanic soil of
southern Italy being so peculiarly
favourable to the culture of the vine.
“In this blessed country Campania,”
writes Pliny, “rise those hills clad
with vines, the juice of whose grape
is extolled all over the world ; this
happy spot where, as the ancients used
to say, Father Liber and Ceres are
ever striving for the mastery.”

The vine, the olive, the laurel,
the myrtle, the fig, the pomegranate,
the quince, the rose, the lily, the
violet, had all probably been intro-
duced into Italy at an early period by
the Greek colonists.” The cypress,
called by Pliny “an exotic difficult to
naturalise ”, is believed to have come
in somewhat later. Among the earliest

1 This must be understood of the cultivated
f‘lmts only, for the vine, the myrtle, and the
urel grew wild in Southern Europe.
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plane-trees were those brought over
from Bicily by the elder rDionysius
and planted in his garden at Rhegium,
where they were looked upon as a
great curiosity, but did not thrive.
The plane-tree was famous through-
out Greek antiquity, interwoven with
many myths and sung by many poets.
It was also much valued for its shade
by the Romans, who in the latter
days of the Republic planted it ex-
tensively in their villas and gardens.
There existed a superstition that wine
was nutritious to their roots, and a
story is told of the orator Hortensius
asking Cicero to take his turn in the
law-court, because he had to go and
give wine to his plane-trees at Tus-
culum. The leafless trunk of the
plane-tree appears in the beautiful
mosaic of Alexander’s battle found in
the house of the Faun, and now in
the Naples museum. The date-palm,
which belongs essentially to hot cli-
mates, did not find in Italy suitable
conditions to fulfil its destiny. It
lived and gave an Oriental beauty to
the scene, but became sterile. The
dates found in the Scavi were probably
imported from Africa, for even Sicily
lies outside the zone where they habit-
ually ripen, and the limits of the
fructifying palm were exactly the
same in ancient times as they are now.
The palm-tree probably came to Italy
with the worship of Apollo, to whom
Latona had given birth under the
famous palm-tree at Delos, but its
name, palma, which is derived ac-
cording to Hehn from the Semitic
tamar, shows that it must have first
become known to the Romans through
a different source. The earliest date
with which the existence of the palm-
tree in Italy can be connected is
291 B.c.,, when during a pestilence in
Rome the snake brought over from
the temple of Asculapius at Epidauris
is said to have glided out of the
ship, on arriving at Antium, and to
have wound itself round -the palm-
tree in the sacred grove of Apollo;
after having remained there three
days it quietly returned to the ship,
which continued its voyage to Rome.
D 2
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The oleander, the rhododendron, rho-
dodaphne, or nertum of the Greeks and
Romans—so frequently seen on the
Pompeian walls,—is not mentioned in
Greek literature, and not in Roman
literature till Virgil. Hehn believes
that it came from Asia Minor into
Greece after Theophrastus’s time, and
did not pass into Italy till much later.
It was first cultivated in gardens, but
it soon began to grow wild by the
sides of streams, where it had free play,
as sheep and goats would not touck it
on account of its being poisonous to
them—a fact already mentioned by
Pliny. It isnow so common that it has
been thought to be indigenous in Italy.
The peach, the apricot, and the
melon did not come into Italy till
the first century of the Christian era.
The peach (the malum persicum, or
Persian apple of the Romans) is, ac-
cording to A. de Candolle, a native of
China as well as the apricot, which
Pliny calls precocia, and which was
believed to have come from Armenia.
The same botanist shows that the
pomegranate (the malum punicum or
granatum of the Romans) is a native
of Persia and of a few adjacent
countries, and not of North Africa;
and that the cherry, brought to Italy
by Lucullus from Pontus in 64 B.c.,
was probably an improved variety of
a tree which existed in Italy long
before. A cut melon found among the
fruit painted on the Pompeian walls,
and also a representation of a melon
in an ancient mosaic in the Vatican,
bhave proved conclusively that the
melon of the Romans was the same as
ours—a fact for a long time disputed.
De Candolle remarks that its quality
was probably inferior, as the ancient
writers give it but faint praise. Dr.
Comes assumes that the cucumis which
was cultivated under glass for thé
Emperor Tiberius, was the melon, but
this is very doubtful, and it was more
probably the cucumber. The native
regions of the melon were India and
‘Western Africa.
Dr. Comes gives an interesting ac-
unt of the plants represented on
» Pompeian frescoes and in the mo-

saics, or found, like the bean and the
walnut, solely in the excavations. He
has recognized about fifty kinds.
Schouw, who had gone over the same
ground previously, mentions a few
which Comes has not been able to
identify, but Comes has found a larger
number. The fruit and flowers in the
representations of still life are exe-
cuted with great fidelity ; where they
are introduced as ornaments or acces-
sories they are not so easily recog-
nized, as the decorators of the latter
period gave free scopetotheirfancy,and

. made Natureentirely subservient to art.

In the celebrated Flower Gatherer, for
instance, found at Gragnano, and now
in the Naples Museum, the plant from
which she gathers the flowers has been
drawn not from Nature, but from the
imagination of the artist.

The vegetation in Italy was much
more limited then than at present. In
the days of Virgil and Pliny, even as
now, the vine “married to the elm ”,
or in Campania to the poplar, hung
in festoons from tree to tree, and the
pale green of the olive blended with
the soft blue sky, but the orange
and lemon-trees, now so inssparably
associated with Italy, were absent.
They were unknown to the Greeks
and Romans. The lemon, which
came originally from India through
Persia and Arabia, was not cultivated
in Europe till about the middle of the
thirteenth century. The bitter orange,
also a native of India, had come into
Europe a century and a half earlier,
when it was first cultivated in Sicily.
Both were most likely introduced by
the Arabs. The sweet orange was, ac-
cording to some authorities, brought
from China by the Portuguese in
1548. De Candolle, however, believes
this was only an improved species, and
that the fruit had already come into
cultivation in Europe in the fourteenth
cent The citron tree, a native of
India, first seen by the Greeks in
Persia and Media during Alexander’s
campaigns, and described by Theo-
phrastus, probably became acclimat-
ized in Italy in the third century
of the Christian era. Virgil, in the
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Georgics, describes it as a foreign
fruit-tree, and Pliny speaks of vain
attempts that had been made to
transplant it, saying that in his
time it only grew in Media and
Persia. It is, therefore, an anachron-
ism to suppose that any of these
fruits could have represented to the
ancients the golden apples from the
garden of the Hesperides, with which
the citron was afterwards sometimes
identified. Pliny speaks of a kind of
quince called the ckrysomela (golden
apple), and it is probable that the
applesof the Hesperides and of Atalanta
were nothing but idealized quinces,
the only golden apples known to the
ancients. Dr. Comes shows that this
is corroborated by the fact that the
Hercules Farnese holds three quinces
in his hand. The quince, like the
apple and the pomegranate, was dedi-
cated to Aphrodite. They all came
under the denomination of apples, and
the quince was called the cydonian
apple because the best came from
Cydonia, in Crete. It had, according
to Solon’s Laws, to be tasted by the
bride before marriage. In poetry, it
is frequently used as a metaphor, as in
some pretty lines of Leonidas of Ta-
rentum in the Greek Anthology. On
the Pompeian frescoes there are two
representations of a bear eating a
quince, and the quince also appears in
the mosaic of the house of the Faun.
Among the fruit which are gene-
rally represented in the t¢riclinia, we
find the peach, the melon, the gourd,
the pumpkin, the fig, the almond, the
pomegranate, the grape, the cherry,
the date, the pear, and the apple. The
peach, which had not been long intro-
duced into Italy in Pliny’s time, and
was still a rare and expensive luxury,
only appears once, in the house of
Sirieus. The salve ucru (m) in mosaic
letters on the threshold of this house,
has led to the supposition that the
owner was a merchant, and the decora-
tions and-objects found in it showed
that he was a wealthy man who liked
surrounding himself with the luxuries
of life. The was found re-
presented on the wall of the triclinium

of the Casa del Gallo. This was an
indigenous plant, already cultivated
with great care in Cato’s time. Pliny
praises the kind that grew wild in the
island of Nesis off the Campanian
coast.

The flora of the Greeks and Ro-
mans was much less varied than ours,
but they cultivated flowers in great
profusion, and they used them largely
for making garlands. These were
woven either of leaves or flowers, and

"the flowers were chiefly roses and

violets. They were used for religious
and funeral purposes, for rewarding
the brave, crowning the victors in
games, as love offerings, and they were
worn inthe templesand at the banquets,
The Romans distinguished between the
coronee and the serta, the latter repre-
senting chiefly the garlands or fes-
toons for decorating altars, doors, and
drinking vessels. A good example of
the serta may be seen sculptured on a
Pompeian tomb known as the tomb of
the Garlands.

The tradition about the origin of
the banqueter’s wreath was that it
had originally been worn as a tight
band round the head to avert the
effects of wine-drinking, and that the
first wreath had been made of ivy and
worn by Bacchus himself, for which
reason the ivy was dedicated to
Bacchus.  Alexander the Great re-
turned from India crowned with ivy
in imitation of Bacchus, the conqueror
of India. According to another tra-
dition, wreaths were worn in remem-
brance of the chains of Prometheus.
Strict laws among the Romans forbade
their being worn indiscriminately on
all occasions, Pliny tells the story of
a banker, L. Fulvius, who was impri-
soned by order of the Senate for having

. at the time of the Second Punic War

looked down from the balcony of his
house into the forum with a chap-
let of roses on his head. It was cus-
tomary to approach the gods with a
crown on the head because, according
to Aristotle, no mutilated gift could be
offered to the gods but only such as
were perfect and complete, and crown-
ing anything indicates completing i*



38

At the banquets wreaths were pro-
vided by the host, who thus did
honour to his guests. As a crown
on the head expressed the fulness of
life and joy, it was out of place in the
house of mourning.

The Greeks and Romans carried &
great refinement into the art of gar-
land-making. Theystudied thelanguage
of flowers and how to blend the per-
fumes as well as the colours. This
art had been developed by the Greek
flowergirl Glycera and the painter
Pausias in their ingenious contest to
outvie each other in the most subtle
expression of the beautiful, she, in plait-
ing the wreaths, he in reproducing them
in painting, “a contest,” says Pliny,
‘“in reality between Art and Nature.”
Sometimes wreaths were worn round
the neck that the wearer might enjoy
the perfume more, and roses were scat-
tered over the table for the same pur-
pose. An illustration of this may be
seen in one of the lately excavated
houses at Pompeii, the Casa del Sim-
posio, where there are three represen-
tations of a sympostum ; the floor and
table are strewn with rose-leaves, and
one of the guests wears a red garland
round his neck. The utmost refine-
ment of luxury consisted in sewing
together the petals of the roses alone
—the corona sutilis. A perfect wreath
of this kind was found last year by
Mr. Flinders Petrie in the ancient
cemetery of Hawara in Egypt. The
lemnisct, or ribbons made of the deli-
cate membranes of the lime-bark, were
attached to the wreaths.

The rose was in antiquity, as it is
now, the queen of the garden, and
Campania was the land of roses. It
was represented on the coins of Rhodos,
Pwestum, Neapolis, Cyrene, and other
places famous for the flower. The cul-
tivated rose was one of the few double
flowers known to the ancients. It
had come to the Greeks from Media,
and can be traced through Phrygia,

Thrace, and Macedonia. Athensus
quotes from the poet Nicander :
The poets tell

Thaii g,idas first, when Asia’s realms he
() .

The Gardens of Pompei.

Brou’ght roses from th’ Odonian hills of
hrace,
And cultivated them in th' Emathian

lands,
Bloomlﬁ and fragrant with their sixty
petals.

Emathia was part of Macedonia, and
the rose garden of Midas was, accord-
ing to Herodotus, at the foot of Mount
Bermion in Macedonia.

Every flower and tree in antiquity
had its myth, and was dedicated to
some divinity. The rose had, accord-
ing to one legend, sprung from the
blood of the dying Adonis; according
to another the white rose had been
coloured red by the blood of the god-
dess Aphrodite herself when she ran
through the thorns to succour her
favourite. The symbol of all that is
most beautiful, most enjoyable, and
most perishable, it was dedicated to
Aphrodite, and it was also the flower
of Dionysus in his double character
of the god of blooming nature and
the god of the under-world, the mystic
form in which his worship had come
with the Greek colonies from the
Peloponnesus into Southern Italy. It
was the flower of the feast and the
flower of the tombs. The best autho-
rities consider it almost impossible now
to identify the roses of the ancients.
Theophragtus mentions that in his time,
the inhabitants of Philippi in Mace-
donia were cultivating the rosa centi-
Jfolia, which they had transplanted
there from Mount Pangzus, where it
grew in great abundance. Pliny says
that the rose which flourished best in
Campania was also the centifolia, but
his descriptions of the roses, though
no doubt intelligible to his contempo-
raries, are very perplexing to modern
botanists, and some of them have even
doubted whether the ancients knew
the centifolia of the present day.
Schleiden believes the rose of Midas
was the rosa gallica, the earliest rose
cultivated in Greece, and now growing
wild there. Comes identifies the rose-
buds on the Pompeian walls with the
damask rose, which Sprengel believed
to have been the celebrated rose of
Pestum that blossomed twice in the
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year. Other authorities think that
the damask rose did not come into
Europe till the time of the Crusades,
or even later. The demand for roses
was 8o great in the days of Martial,
that in winter the Romans cultivated
them under glass or imported them
from t, which, on account of its
beautiful climate, had proved a fruit-
ful =oil for the acclimatization of plants
when the Ptolemies had carried Greek
culture thither.

The Florentine and the German iris,
the yellow water-iris, the narcissus,
‘the daffodil, the hollyhock, the red corn-
POppY, the reed, the corn-flag, the aster
amellus or Italian starwort, “that grew
by the winding streams of Mella,” the
corn-cockle, the ox-eye, the aloe, the
soft acanthus, the laurel of Alexan-
dria, the Indian millet, the wheat, are
all represented either on the Pompeian
walls or in the mosaics. The tamarind,
the papyrus, and the lotus flower ap-
pear only in the Egyptian scenery.
Among the trees on the walls are the
oak, the chestnut, the stone pine, the
cypress, the laurel, the myrtle, the
olive, the ivy, the vine, the palm, the
plane, the gum arabic, the black mul-
berry, and the cherry tree. The im-
portance the Romans attached to their
gardens implies that the gardener was
a person of some consequence, and we
learn from Cicero that the Zopiarts
ranked among the superior slaves.
Hehn and Friedlinder give good rea-
sons for believing that the Roman
gardeners were chiefly Orientals. At
the very time when Roman power and
luxury were in the ascendant, Italy
was overrun with Semitic slaves, who
were better suited than those of any
other race for the servile condition.
Their gentleness, and patience, their
peaceful, laborious tastes, while ren-
dering them unfit to be soldiers and
gladiators, eminently qualified them
for domestic service, and especially for
the care required in tending plants.
Moreover, gardening in the East was
held in great esteem, whence the
Greek proverb,  There are many

vegetables in Syria.” Born and bred
among such traditions they had brought
with them a natural taste, a superior
knowledge and aptitude highly useful
to the Romans in their attempts at
acclimatization. They had been trained
in the arts of grafting, of creating new
species by judicious selection, of turn-
ing every sport of Nature to account,
and even of dwarfing the trees—an art
which is now carried to such a high
degree of perfection in Japan. Virgil’s
old man of Tarentum, who had made
the wilderness blossom like the rose,
was himself from Corycus in Cilicia,
the country adjoining Syria.

Amidst the passing fashions of a
luxurious age Virgil’s picture of the
old Corycian’s garden stands out in
immortal beauty and simplicity : “I
remember that under the lofty turrets
of Albalia, where black Galmsus mois-
tened the yellow fields, I saw an old
Corycian to whom belonged a few acres
of neglected land not rich enough for
the plough, nor fit for grazing, nor
kindly for vines. Yet here planting
among the bushes a few pot-herbs,
white lilies, vervain and slender pop-
pies, he matched in his content the
wealth of kings; and returning late
at night was used to load his board
with unbought dainties. He was the
first to gather the rose in spring and
fruit in autumn ; and even while stern
winter was still splitting the rocks
with cold and bridling the rivers with
ice, in that very season he would pluck
the tender hyacinth, chiding the late
spring and the lazy zephyrs. His
teeming bees were the first to swarm,
he was the first to strain the frothing
honey from the pressed combs: abun-
dant limes and pines were his, and for
every blossom the fertile tree had
borne in early spring, it bore fruit in
autumn ripeness. He aleo was the
last to plant out his elms and pear-
trees when they had hardened, and
the sloes already bearing plums, and
the planes grown broad enough to shade
the feast.”

ELsaBerH LECKY.
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SETTLING IN CANADA.

A rEw months ago I published a
small volume of letters from two of
my sons who had emigrated to Canada
in the early summer of 1886.! I do
not know whether it is necessary to say
that these letters were not intended for
publication. Nothing could havebeen
further from the writers’ thoughts ;
indeed, they were kept in ignorance of
my purpose of printing them till the
book was half-way through the press.
And, I may add, the letters were not
edited in any way that diminished
their genuineness, 'Written as they
had been to various members of the
family, they naturally contained repe-
titions which had to be removed;
allowing for this, and for the correction
of a few grammatical errors, they re-
main substantially the same as when
they came into our hands. I now
pose to give a sketch of the lads’ ex-
periences as they are recorded in the
book (for the information of readers
into whose hands it may not have hap-
pened to fall), and to carry on their
story, if it may be so called, up to the
present time.

The first year—as a matter of fact
the year was curtailed by a couple of
months—they spent in the house of a
gentleman who farmed some thousand
acres of land near the southern ex-
tremity of the Georgian Bay in Lake
Huron. I paid £40 a year for each of
them. Of course this expense could
have been avoided. It would have
been easy to find farmers who would
have taken the young fellows into
their houses, and given them board
and lodging in return for their labour.
But, in view both of the present and
the future, I wished to keep the
two together. They would be hap-
pier, and they would learn to work
in concert. And then it seemed de-
sirable to let them down, so to speak,

1 ¢ Making a Start in Canada ; Letters from
'wo Young Emigrants.” London, 1889.

by degrees. Life at a small farm,
with its rough accommodation and
coarse monotonous fare, might have
disgusted them with their new life,
and possibly weakened their health.
By this arrangement, then, they be-
gan their new life in the midst of
comforts quite as great as they were
accustomed to enjoy at home. They
had pleasant society, and, now and
then, when the work of the farm per-
mitted, a game of lawn-tennis, a picnic,
or dance, with whist or chess in the
evening. But they had to work in
earnest. Here is a sample from a letter
written early in September,—they had
entered on their new life about the
middle of June.

On Thursday and Friday we were thresh-
ing barley and wheat. The dust was
something awful. Not getting the wheat
done in one day, we started again the next,
and in the afternoon did a full hour’s work
in thirty-five minutes. The machine-men
were rushing it. My place was at the end
of the straw-carrier. Dick was next. I
gasaed it to him at the rate of thirty fork-

uls a minute, and he kept pace, but the
man next him could not, and a great pile
rose up next Dick, compelling him to fork
higher, and so I had to the straw
higher too. We built a stack twelve yards
long, nearly six yards broad, and about
twelve feet {igh, in the thirty-five minutes,
the whole ing through first my hands
and then Dick’s.

Any one who has watched a thresh-
ing machine at work will acknowledge
that this result was a good deal above
the average.

The lads’ most general, and, I doubt
not, most instructive, employment was
to look after the horses, cattle, and
pigs. They learnt to milk, taking at
first half an hour to half milk a single
cow, and ending by doing it in two or
three minutes. They fed and littered
down the animals morning and night,
and, in fact, grew to be quite familiar
with their ways and wants, Another
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accomplishment which they acquired
was the butcher's craft. Altogether
they were fully employed. ‘The work
begins”, they say in one of their
letters, “at 6 A.M., sometimes at 4.30,
and it continues till 8 or 9 at night .

Early in 1887 the lads began to
feel the common desire of the emigrant
to “go west”. While they were medi-
tating the change, intending, if pos-
sible, to get free passes in charge of
cattle, they received from a relative an
invitation to join him in prospecting

. Texada, an island between the main-

land of British Columbia and Van-
couver. Accordingly they travelled
by the Canadian Pacific to Victoria,
and started on their voyage of ex-
ploration. The next three months
they spent in Texada, looking for
land which it might be worth while
to take up, and for minerals. It was
a pleasant time and not unprofitable,
for they learnt various things, among
them the habit of self-reliance and
the art of shifting for themselves;
but they did not find what they were
looking for, and they determined to
give up the experiment. I see from
the newspapers that gold has been
lately found in Texada Island; but I
am not sorry that the discovery came
after my sons’ departure.

By the end of August they had
passed the Rocky Mountains again,
and were looking for work in Calgary.
But work, when the summer was so
far advanced, was not easy to find.
They could get nothing better than
employment on a horse-ranche at
fifteen dollars each a month, with
board—board meaning pork, damper,
and tea, with an occasional change of
bread for damper. After a while they
bought & team—two bay mares—with
forty pounds which they had in my
hands, purchasing also a waggon and
harness with a little money which
they had saved out of their wages. The
winter they spent with a settler, who
happened, by great good luck, to be a
relative of an old home-friend, work-
ing for their own keep and the keep
of their team, and now and then

putting in a day on their own ac-
count.

Towards the end of the year a
relative made the boys a present
of £200. The news of this gift
reached them on Christmas Eve. For
the next two or three months they
looked about them as occasion offered,
and in March homesteaded ! one hun-
dred and sixty acres each, and pre-
empted as much more. Before the
end of May they had finished and
were installed in their house, a build-
ing of logs with a roof of turfs, twenty-
four feet by twenty (inside measure),
divided into a kitchen and a living-
room by a timber partition.

Money, as may be supposed, was
scarce, as the young farmers had mno-
thing to sell. Working out for others
was their resource, and promised well.
A small job of cutting and raking hay
for a neighbour gave them a few
pounds, and then they took a contract
to supply a neighbouring ranche with
two hundred tons. This was to be
delivered by September 15th, and was
to bring in a gross sum of more than
£90,and,astheladshoped, a profit, after
paying for labour, &c., of £60 or more.

But now came their first mishap—
“rather a misfortune”, as they philo-
sophically described it. Just before
the ranche-company took over the hay,
half of it was burnt by a prairie-fire.
Not only did they lose the stipulated
pay for this half, but they were liable
to supply the amount, if called upon
to do so by the company, at market
price. Accordingly on January 18th
in this year I find them buying a stack
for twelve pounds ten shillings and
getting nine pounds for it.2 The affair
was finally wound up in the course of

1 Any British citizen who has reached the
age of eighteen may claim as & ‘‘homestead "
one humligred and sixty acres of land on pa.gmg
a small registration fee. It becomes his free-
hold if certain conditions of cultivation are
fulfilled. He is allowed to ‘‘pre-empt” the
same amount of land, paying for it eighty
pounds in ten annual instalments of eight
pounds. X

2 The last letter published in the book is
dated October, 1888.

.
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March, and the result was the loss of
all their capital and labour.

Prairie fires are indeed the chief
enemies with which the farmers in a
sparsely settled country have to con-
tend. One of the lads’ earliest ex-
periences after coming to the North-
‘West had been a struggle with one of
these fires. This lasted from 2 p.m.
in the afternoon of one day till 4.30in
the morning of the next. Some thirty
men with two teams and thirteen
saddle-horses were at work. The
flames were put out with two raw hides,
weighted down by earth and hitched
with long ropes to two saddle-horses,
which were driven along on either side
of the fire, men following behind to
stamp out any sparksthat had been left.
One that escaped notice was caught by
the wind, and passed over six miles of
country in twenty minutes, leaving a
streak us clear as if a road had been
made. In the September of the follow-
ing year (1888) came the disaster to
the hay that has been already men-
tioned ; and then, in the latter half of
April last, another conflagration, from
which, however, they escaped without
any very serious loss.

They describe the flame on this
occasion as having been six or seven
feetithrough, and travelling faster than
a horse could gallop, so fast, indeed,
that it seemed to leap over the depres-
sions in the prairie, leaving them, so
to speak, to burn afterwards at their
leisure. It was too big to stop, and
the only thing to be done was to save
the buildings. These were surrounded
by a fire-guard—a space of ploughed
land on which nothing is permitted
to grow. This, however, was not broad
enough to stop flames travelling at
such a rate. They leapt across it, caught
a small stack of hay, and burnt it in a
few minutes., The house was safe, for
it had been prudently surrounded by
an extra guard ; but the stable was in
danger. The manure round it caught
fire, but was put out, partly by sousing
the stuff with water, partly by taking
it away. Then the flames reached a
pile of building-logs, but were extin-

guished with pails of water; finally
they got to a pile of five hundred posts
to be used for fencing. This was the
hardest work of the day. Ome lad
pulled the posts away from the pile,
the other watched to see that the
piles round did not catch,—no easy
matter, as the wind was blowing the
sparks in every direction. In the end
four out; of the five hundred posts were
saved, and none of the other piles were
injured. One of the brothers had
started earlier in the day for Calgary,
and thus describes his experiences.

I was on my way to town, and when I
crossed the hifls just north of us I saw a
vast black plain, and thought the fire had
gone out ; but suddenly the wind got up
very strong from the north, and in an in-
stant I saw a line of flame five or six miles
long almost in front of me. I drove into
some ground burnt over last fall, and
watched the fire go , and I never saw
anything like it %)e ore. When it reached
the hills, where the grass is two feet long
in places, it just rushed alonzain great
leaps and bounds, jumping coulées fifty to
a hundred feet broad. In five minutes it
was out of sight, having travelled three
miles and crossed the range. I knew that
it would be past our place inside of five
minutes, and also that Dick was prepared
for it, and so I drove into town.

This confidence in Dick, who, by the
way, had the help of a guest and,
during the earlier part of the struggle,
of some friends, was not misplaced ;
but the absentee was very glad, he
confesses, to see, when he returned,
the roof of their house. That, at least,
was still standing. The damage suf-
fered by the brothers consisted in the
loss of the hay and of about a mile
of fencing, and did not exceed £20.
Some neighbours who had neglected
to defend themselves with fire-
guards suffered far more severely,
one of them losing his stable with
two horses in it. The severity of the
fire was due to the dryness of the
grass—there having been no rain
since the preceding August—and of
course to the strength of the wind.

My readers will doubtless want to
know how the settlers make their
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living. Their first intention was to
breed horses, but they found that to
rely on this alone would require more
capital than they could command.
Accordingly in March last they ex-
changed some of their horse-stock for
cows and poultry, intending to do a
little trade in milk, eggs, &e. At the
same time they have been planting
fruit-trees, and are intending to keep
bees, an industry of which they gained
some practical experience in England.
They cultivate about twenty acres of
arable land, half of this being their
own, half being hired out at ten shil-
lings an acre; from this last they
hope to gain, if they have, as they say,
anything of a crop, a profit of £30.
The fire in March delayed opera-
tions in the dairy. Then they look
forward to selling colts and calves;
and finally they have the resource
of working for neighbours with
more capital, one or another of them
being thus employed during the sum-
mer months. Quite lately they have
taken a pupil, who is to pay them
£30 a year. They are certainly
young for teachers, but then every-
thing they know they have learnt for
themselves, and this is a condition
which is pretty certain to make in-
struction effective. The cost of
living, that is of articles which
have to be bought, is emall. They
estimate it at about £12 or £14 in
the year. The stream which bounds
their land on one side furnishes them
with as many trout as they want.
They describe themselves as having
caught between thirty and forty,
ranging from half a pound to four
pounds in weight, in the course of an
evening. Even in winter this supply
does not fail them. They only have
to cut a hole through some eighteen
inches of ice to catch as many fish
as they please. In thefall and winter
there is plenty of shooting, chiefly of
prairie chickens, as they are called,
a kind of grouse, and of snipe.
Deer are also sometimes to be ob-
tained.

I find a balance-sheet in a letter

43

which I received about the end of last
year. In this they value their horses
(one stallion, five mares, and two colts)
at £200. Their land is assessed (after
deducting the purchase money due
three years after pre-emption) at
£370. Other assets increase their
property to a total of about £600,
clear of liability. They have had
altogether something less than £300
supplied to them. To make this ac-
count complete two or three other
mutters must be mentioned. Their
outfit, including guns, fishing-rods, &e.,
cost about £130. It was on a very
liberal scale, and much larger than
emigrants proceeding at once to the
North-West would want. Much of it
is still available. Passage-money and
agency-fee came to about £80. Be-
yond this, and the first year’s payment
for board, my two sons have been no
expense to me since May, 1886, when
the elder was a month over eighteen
and the younger still wanted three
months of seventeen.

The life is not an easy one, for the
settlers have to do everything for
themselves, Vigorous constitutions,
physical strength, industry, and a
certain aptitude for turning the hand
to anything that may be wanted, are
necessary qualifications; and I need
not say that self-control, especially in
the matter of drink, is absolutely
essential. A certain skill in cooking
is important. A vigorous lad can
subsist on indifferent food, but his
strength and efficiency are undoubtedly
increased by good fare. Their first
Christmas dinner in the North-West,
when they were not their own masters,
consisted of green bacon and potatoes.
Last year, in their own house, they
dined off a sirloin of beef, a grouse-
pie, apple-tart, and plum-pudding, all
cooked by the younger brother, and
“done”’, as he declares with pardon-
able pride, “to a turn”. The plum-
pudding I should have tasted but for
the elaborate precautions of the Cana-
dian Revenue Department. The con-
tents of the parcel were not duly
declared, and I received a communica-
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tion from the Postmaster-General of
the Dominion apprising me of this
neglect on the part of the senders.
I made an appeal to his tenderer
feelings, but in vain. The requisite
paper was obtained ; and then, some
five months after date, the parcel
arrived ; but, alas! when it came
the slice of pudding was a mass of
mould.

And what, it may be asked, should
be learnt by an intending emigrant
I cannot, I think, do better than
answer this question by quoting part
of a letter which Dick sent a few
months ago to a younger brother who
is anxiously looking forward to the
time when he will be able to go out.

First try and learn all that you can about
practical veterinary work, especially shoe-
ing horses, and treatment of the feet with
regard to the same. As regards dairying,
learn how to milk, to make butter and
cheese, and to keep milch cattle properly.
Poultry I suppose you know how to look
after already; still it is well to have a
sgecinl knowledge of the treatment which
they should have during the diseases to
which they are liable, Car;;fntering
(house-fitting and construction, the build-
ing of sheds, &c.) will be very useful.
Riding you need not trouble about, till
gou come out to us. Knowledge of am-

ulance-work would be very useful, as is
also book-keeping. As regards the domes-
tic arts, I would not trouble about them.
You will learn what you want to know
quick enough out here, with what you
know y. Itis as well to have some
acquaintance with the keeping of pigs and
sheep. And then there are bees; but
these, I know, you have kept. But bear
in mind that if you can shoe a horse well,
and are well posted up in treating the in-
tricate machinery of a horse’s foot, even if
you know nothing else, you will be simply
invaluable to us. But if you have time to
learn more there are plenty of things that
will be useful —ploughing, for instance,
harrowing, sowing, gardening, and espe-
cially thatching. And don’t forget to learn
the banjo.

I would especially insist on a point
which is mentioned in this letter,
namely, ambulance-work. Every

Settling in Canada,

young emigrant should attend the
lectures given by the Ambulance
Association on first aid to the in-
jured, and, if possible, pass the ex-
amination. Very likely they will be
averse to doing so; my sons were
averse, and it was only by making
this attendance an absolutely neces-
sary condition for their emigration
that I overcame their reluctance. They
bhave now, it will be seen, changed
their opinion. Indeed they have had
more than one practical experience of
the usefulness of this kind of know-
ledge. On one occasion the elder
received a deep wound in the thigh
from a clasp-knife. His life, humanly
speaking, was saved by his brother
making a fournigust on the spot with
a pair of ambulance braces.

Another word of advice may be
given. Let the young emigrant take
with him everything that he is likely
to want. The Canadian Government
is very liberal in allowing the intro-
duction of property belonging to emi-

grants; but their protective system

puts great obstacles in the way of sup-
plies being sent out tothe settler. Ihad °
an experience of this in some tools
which I forwarded to my sonslast year.
The cost in England was a little
over reven pounds, and the charge for
freight and duty came actually to more.
This charge may not be unreasonably
too great, for the distance is vast,
Calgary being further from Montreal
than Montreal is from Loundon ; but it
is nothing less than prohibitive. The
only advantage gained by sending the
tools from England was that some of
them are more easily used when they
have been “handselled” by a skilled
carpenter. But let the emigrant take
them, and anything else he is likely
to want, with him—he must, however,
look sharply after them, as, I am told,
there is a serious danger of tools
being stolen when the lad is not in a
home of his own.

A. J. CHURCH.
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‘WHEN the Rev. John Smith took in
hand the parish of Hopetay, there was
little to distinguish that parish from
its neighbours; its inhabitants were
no more industrious, no more intel-
lectual, no more moral, and no less
goodnatured, but the twenty-five years
of his incambency had worked a social
and moral revolution. The Rev. John
came to Hopetay at the age of thirty
from a mastership in a publie-school,
and his ideals and methods were those
of a public-schoolmaster. Individually
be regarded his parishioners with the
professional, somewhat indifferent in-
terest of the teacher, who watches
with artistic pleasure the development
of his pupils but cannot afford to sym-
pathize with them as fellow beings;
collectively they formed the parish,
and to the parish the reverend gentle-
man was devoted body and soul. He
took pride in it as a model parish, the
result of his own exertions; he liked
to speak of “the healthy moral tone”
he had created in it, and he grieved
over any lapse of morality that might
occur, without much care for the in-
terests of abstract morality and still
less for the spiritual welfare of the
offender, mainly on account of the slur
cast on the fair fame of the little com-
munity. He carried his public-school
ideal still further. Himself an ener-
getic, bustling, wiry little man, he had
a great belief in muscular Christianity
and its cognate virtues ; indolence and
untidiness, and the vices derived there-
from, were his pet abominations.

He was .in the habit of keeping a
book in which the mental and moral
progress of the members of his flock
were registered, in the form of annual
reports solemnly made up at the end
of each year; the custom was a plea-
sant reminiscence of his schoolmaster
days. In that book might be read

such words of doom as the following :
“ Pugh, James ; has amply fulfilled the
promise of last year’s report ; alike in
sport and work a most promising boy ;
captain of the second eleven ; confirmed
this year; three prizes; with my ap-
proval has persuaded his grandfather
to go to the workhouse, a worthless
old man, doing him no good; lodges
with Mrs. Price at the post-office;
have got him on the railway; a regu-
lar communicant.” And Master Pugh
was but a type, the most perfect type,
it is true, but still only one example,
of the new generation that had grown
up under his fostering care. The old
folk the Rev. John had been obliged
to abandon as hopelessly given over
to a reprobate mind, * incorrigibly
slovenly ” as he described them in his
book, selecting the epithet which re-
presented to him the lowest abyss of
degradation ; but the young people,
with a few exceptions, he was content
with ; they were all that his soul, or
the soul of any reasonable, muscular,
and nineteenth-century Christian could
desire—keen, energetic, uncompromis-
ingly moral, with a great belief in the
“ healthy moral tone” of Hopetay,
and a determination to maintain it at
all costs. With a few exceptions ; the
Rev. John had his crumpled rose-leaves
like the rest of us, and with one of
these, a rose-leaf so rudely, so viciously,
so perversely crumpled that it could
hardly be recognized as a rose-leaf at
all, it is necessary mow to become
uainted.

In the Rev. John’s book after the
name “Rose, Richard;” follow re-
marks like these, written from year
to year at the annual making up of
the reports: *“Seems sharp, but idle,
. . . requires great care, ... most dis-
appointing, . .. bad home influence;
mother slovenly; have tried to induce
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him to leave her ; refuses, . . . expelled
from cricket-club ; have refused to con-
firm him, . . . won't settle to any work;
a disgrace to the parish; have tried to
get him and his mother away;; refuses;
insubordinate, . . . incorrigibly slo-
venly.” Alas! thou Rose, prenamed
Richard, who shall now speak a word
for thee?

It must be confessed that Dick was
a lazy scamp, but circumstances were

inst him. In a less model parish
there might have been a place even
for him. He had few positive vices,
and even with regard to his one great
weakness, his disinclination to work,
that did not prevent him being willing,
nay anxious, to earn an honest liveli-
hood for himself and his mother, if he
had only been permitted to do 8o in a
leisurely, easy-going way. But the
moral tone and the moral vicar of
Hopetay required of every man a zeal,
an enthusiasm for his daily labour
which Dick could by no means conjure
up. So he had become, and knew
himself to be, a social pariah, and pos-
sibly the knowledge was not altogether
healthy for him.

It was Whitsunday morning, and
Dick was wandering aimlessly through
the village, newly risen from his couch.
‘When the Rev. John described him in
bis book as ‘“addicted to fatal habits
of self-indulgence,” it was the pro-
pensity to lie in bed of a morning that
he more particularly had in his mind’s
eye. It represented to the reverend
gentleman the unpardonable sin. He
was himself one of those men who
have a positive dislike to being com-
fortable, who for choice always sit on
hard-bottomed chairs, and he expected
the parish to display an independence,
equal to his own, of the upholsterer's
art. Unfortunately it was just in
these points that Dick fell away, and
earned his fatal reputation as the
profligate of the village. And yet an
ingenious apologist might have found
excuse even for him. On this Sunday
morning, as he slunk along through
the empty sunlit streets, he felt guilty
enough in all truth, but he also felt in

his blundering, slovenly way that his
side of the case had not been yet put
fairly before the world. What in-
ducement was there to get him out of
bed on a Sunday morning¥ Since he
had been refused confirmation, on the
specific grounds of his inability to
repeat the longer answers in the
Church Catechism, but more truly, as
it was universally understood, on
account of general slovenliness—since
that humiliating rejection, which had
been regarded both by himself and the
village as an informal sentence of ex-
communication—he had been practi-
cally frightened away from the church.
It was with him as with not a few—an
outward show of recklessness concealed
an intensely nervous, almost hysterical
apprehension of ridicule, an exagge-
rated sensitiveness to public opinion.
His breakdown in the catechism was
the result of nervousness to a great
extent, and unfortunately the same
nervousness and a wild desire to cover
his mortification led him to regale the
outside public with a burlesque tra-
vesty of his interview with the Rev.
John ; for, unhappily for himself, he
had no small sense of humour and a
gift of mimicry. Needless to say, his
irreverence soon was carried to the
ears of the vicar, and, being straight-
way put on record in the book, left
poor Dick’s reputation worse than
ever. He had once or twice there-
after timidly ventured to take a seat
at the back of the church, but it seemed
to him that not only the sermon but
the whole service bristled over with
covert allusions to his own abandoned
condition ; and, even if that was mere
fancy, there was so little mistaking
the tone of the comments on his pre-
sence among them made by the out-
coming worshippers, that he had not
the heart to persist in his devotional
exercises. Now if our poor scamp’s
character had been a less disjointed
and incoherent piece of mental machi-
nery, if he had only been a consistent
vagabond, his ejection from the fold
should not have troubled him over-
much ; but the absurdity of his plight
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was that the very opposite was the
case. No one could be more conscious
than he was of the ridiculous incon-
gruity of an outcast like himself de-
siring to take part in public worship.
It put him out of sympathy even with
his own class ; but the fact remained,
there was something in the music or
the ritual or what-not of the Church
services whioch appealed over-power-
fully to the emotional side of his
nature, and all that he could do was
to conceal the humiliating fact, as best
he could, from the mocking eyes of
his little world.

Dick, choosing the most unfre-
quented ways, was tending steadily
in the direction of the church, when,
just as he reached the churchyard gate,
he was accosted by the very two per-
sons he most desired to avoid. The
school was on the opposite side of the
road to the church, and on the wall
that encircled the playground were
perched two aged villagers smoking
their matutinal pipes. They repre-
sented a past order of things, a school
of thought that once dominated the
whole village, but was now well-nigh
defunct ; the order of things before Mr.
Smith arrived, when the philosophers
were kings in Hopetay, as they still
are in nine out of ten of the villages
of England. In the porch or the
parlour of the Red Horse these sages
had in the summer and winter even-
ings taught their disciples their simple
philosophies, until the advent of the
new teacher who had overthrown their
rule. The amused contempt, with
which alone they deigned to recognize
the altered condition of affairs, was
an eloguent testimony to the value of
the doctrines they professed, and one
of their favourite amusements was
(weather permitting) to sit in their
shirt-sleeves on the schoolyard wall
and pass humorous and philosophic
comments on the ingoing and out-
coming worshippers. Their names re-
spectively were Griffiths and Morgan.
In a history of philosophy they would
be ranked with the Imperfect Socratics,
Qriffiths being a Cynic, and Morgan

holding, with Aristippus, that pleasure
was the supreme good ; but in justice
to both of them it must be added that,
while even for the matter of their
ideas they were not consciously in-
debted to their Greek forerunners,
the form and language in which they
couched them was unmistakably their
own.

“Hi, Dick, you bin late, lad!”
cried the Cyrenaic; ¢passon’ll be in a
precious way if you bain’t there to
help him out with his prayers. He’ll
mebbee forget the words.”

This was in humorous allusion to
Dick’s own fiasco in the Catechism.
Mr. Griffiths, for his part, took his clay
pipe from between his lips to permit
egress for a comprehensive anathema
in which parson, and people, and
prayers, and Dick himself, were in-
cluded in a general condemnation ; and
then resuming his pipe, pulled at it
with feverish emergy, as it were to
make up for lost time.

Mr. Morgan rebuked his brother
philosopher. “Eh, let un alone!
Richard’s a righteous lad, and a psalm-
singer. Well, everyun’ to his liking,
as the owd ’ooman said as kissed the
cow.”

Dick felt that something was ex-
pected from him ; assuming a very fair
imitation of the Rev. John's tone
and manner, he gravely lectured the
two sages on the enormity of smoking
in one’s shirt-sleeves on a Sunday
morning, and drew an enticing picture
of the delights that awaited them if
they would only enter the sacred
edifice ; and having elicited a laugh
from Mr. Morgan, and an oath from
the other, and cleared his own charac-
ter, as he hoped, from the unworthy
imputation of a leaning towards piety,
he went on his way. Entering the
church porch on tiptoe (further than
that he dared not go), he sat down,
prepared to see and hear as much as he
could. His vision was restricted to a
small segment of the nave and a still
smaller portion of the gallery, but even
in this narrow field he found much to
interest him. His glimpse of the
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gallery included a view of Mr. James
Pugh, who, as a teacher in the Sunday
School, sat there with the children, and
it was pleasant to note how that
gentleman was not too busy, frowning
and shaking and nudging his charges
into a properly devout frame of mind,
but that he found time now and again
to incline his own stately head in the
attitude of prayer ; at such moments
his face wore an abstracted smile, as
though he were enjoying beatific
visions. Then again, how pleasantit was
to hear the hearty tones in which to the
vicar's “The Lord be with you,” he
responded, “ And with thy spirit.”
The alacrity of his tone gave to the
response the effect of a pretty inter-
change of compliments. Dick, if he
noticed these idiosyncrasies of manner,
viewed them with nothing but ap-
proval, Pugh being a hero of his. His
admiration dated from the time when
he used to play cricket under his
captaincy, in the old days when they
were boys together, and before poor
Dick was expelled from the club ; and
though since then the one had risen in
the world as much as the other had
fallen, yet Pugh could mnot prevent
Dick worshipping him in secret, and
worship him Dick did. Indeed it was
in great part this that brought the
latter here on a Sunday morning, that
he in the porch might watch his big,
handsome, clever hero in the gallery,
and might let his thoughts run back
to the old times, and forget for a bit
the great gulf that was fixed between
them now. Then too there was the
music ; and though he did not for the
life of him dare to join in the singing
himself, he could silently wag his head
in time to the voices of the others, and
that seemed a bond of union between
him and them, the existence of which
pleased his fancy. So in due course
the time for the sermon arrived. From
this point Dick’s interest in the ser-
vice always became more intellectual
than spiritual ; Dick the worshipper
may have been said to leave the porch,
and Dick the critic and humorist to
bhave taken his place. It always

seemed to his rude intelligence that
there was an element in the prayers and
hymns which was altogether lacking
in the Rev. John’s discourses, and that
it was just that element, that inde-
scribable something, which drew him
to the church at all. Mr. Smith's
sermons were very clever productions,
but they did not appeal to folks’
hearts ; indeed they were not meant to
do 8o by their author, who often said
he did not believe in namby-pamby,
sentimental religion. They were
generally drawn from the Old Testa-
ment, and seemed to Dick to be very
full of cursing, and killing, and quarrel-
ling—topics interesting enough in
their way, but to be read about any
week in the local paper. While, how-
ever, he was indifferent to the matter
of these discourses, their form he was
never tired of studying. Mr. Smith
had the clerical tricks of style and
accent in somewhat an exaggerated
form, and the observation and imita-
tion of these mannerisms was a never-
failing source of pleasure to Master
Dick, as well as to the sons of Belial
among the villagers in whose presence
he would rehearse them.

The sermon this morning was on the
subject of Achan’s transgression. The
preacher started with a vivid picture
of the satisfactory completeness with
which the people of Jericho had been
massacred ; and then drew in gloomy
contrast the disappointment of the
Jews at seeing little Ai still standing,
when, in accordance with their pious
prognostications and somewhat start-
ling principles of warfare, it should not
have contained a single man, woman,
or child alive. 'Warming to his work,
he hounded down the miserable Achan
with the zest of a vigilance committee,
suggesting by the way that it was
possibly for some sweetheart that the
misguided man had secreted the fatal
treasures—a little touch of realism
which he doubtless intended to be
pathetic, but which struck for some
reason the majority of his artless
hearers as wildly funny. Having
taken summary vengeance on the
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culprit, the reverend gentleman got to
his moral. Other communities besides
the nation of the Jews had their
Achans, their troublers; even model
parishes, he implied, were liable to such
afflictions, and had men in their midst
who were blots upon their perfection.
How were these Achans to be dealt
with? Without going so far as to
suggest stoning, he would and did lay
stress upon the need now and again of
strong and vigorous measures ; what-
ever sentimentalists might say, the
majority had a right to defend itself.
Notice also the character of Achan’s
offence ! Love of luxury and luxurious
things, that was all! A love born of
self-indulgence. 'What kind of a boy-
hood and youth had Achan’s in all
probability been ?

But here Mr. Smith seemed to Dick
to be becoming so very personal that the
latter withdrew. Indeed it was about
time that he did so, for in a very short
time the congregation itself poured
forth. From a secure hiding-place
Dick watched the procession, mindful
not to be seen himself ; and the result
of his observation was apparently
satisfactory, for suddenly with a glee-
ful gesture he set off running along
back lanes towards the opposite end
of the straggling village. Emerging
on the main street he glanced anxiously
up and down, and then dropped into
an easy lounge, timing his steps to
the strains of one of the hymns he
had lately heard, rendered with great
deliberation in a shrill whistle and a
melancholy minor key. Presently
brisk steps sounded behind him, and
turning he recognized, with an air of
great astonishment, Miss Julia Price,
daughter of the postmistress of Hope-
tay, a pretty, fair-complexioned girl,
with whom half the youth of the place
were in love. The post-office lay a
short distance out of the village, and
the artful Richard proposed to escort
the fair Julia home. He was received
coldly, and found difficulty in keeping
up the conversation.

“8'pose Jim Pugh’s gone to passon’s
for the afternoon ¢”
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Miss Price affected equal indifference
and ignorance as to the movements of
that gentleman.

“He wouldn’t be best pleased to
hear you talk that fashion!” quoth
Dick significantly ; but seeing from the
lady’s face that his attempt at arch-
ness was unfavourably received, he
hastened to add, “He mostly do go
there on a Sunday afternoon, don’t
he §”

The lady was still unresponsive ; but
Dick, clinging with rustic tenacity to
his topic to avoid the mental wrench
involved in changing the conversation,
proceeded in a disjointed monologue to
eulogize the absent Pugh till they
reached the post-office. There matters
improved ; Mrs. Price, who possessed
a sharp tongue but a kind heart, and
who was one of the few friends left
to Dick in the village, made him stay
to dinner; nor did his good fortune
end there. Having meekly partaken
of the generous meal of wholesome
invective which she provided for his
soul’s nourishment at the same time
that she no less liberally attended to
his bodily needs, he obtained per-
mission to take her daughter for a
walk on the hills. Ah, what a delight-
ful afternoon that was for him! The
breezy heather and gorse-clad hills,
which stretch to the north of Hopetay,
basked and shimmered and gleamed
in the sun ; the birds sang and the
butterflies danced about and above,
but no bird and no butterfly was half
so gay as he was, Everything con-
spired to make him happy; he thought
with a great burst of inward self-
gratulation how well laid out had been
the extra pains he had bestowed on
his toilet that morning, for with his
hair as carefully oiled as it now was,
and with his new red and green tie
on, he was conscious that he looked
his best. Jim Pugh’s clothes and boots
might be in better condition, but Jim’s
taste in the important matter of ties
had always appeared to him poor and
commonplace ; and indeed, without
considering how far these accessories
added to or detracted from his personal

E
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appearance, it was undeniable that
Dick’s cheery, honest face was by no
means an ill thing to look upon. In-
spired by these pleasant sights and
sounds without, and fortified by a good
dinner and such brave reflections
within, he found that he could forget
his trivial troubles, or, better still, he
could talk them over with his com-
panion, awakening that pity which,
whether it is really akin to love or not,
is at least a most delightful emotion
to be the object of, and thus in the
spirit of the hymn putting even his
‘‘stony griefs’’ to a most profitable
and economical account. For to the
same gentle influences which had so
cheered up her comrade Miss Julia
herself had succumbed, and was in a
most melting mood. The divine sym-
pathy which beamed from her pretty
grey eyes turned Dick positively giddy,
and when, putting on a charming,
almost motherly air, she asked him,
wouldn’t he for her sake give up his
lazy ways, and show people what he
was really worth, his voice broke when
he tried to answer her, but he swore a
great oath to himself that from this
time henceforth he’d be a different
creature. He had a conviction that
this was a turning-point of his life;
undreamt-of powers and possibilities
seemed springing up within him ; he
would go into the world and make a
fortune, and in a few years’ time hasten
home to fetch one who had been
waiting for him to come ; and then a
delightful picture sprang into existence
before his mind's eye, in which he,
dressed in the extreme of fashion, was
represented leaving the church amid
the plaudits of the villagers (led by
. Jim Pugh), and the congratulations
of the Rev. John, bearing on his
arm. . . .

But the shadows fall upon the
sunniest day ; it was getting cold upon
the hilltops; it was time to return to
the village. The day, so full of un-
wonted pleasure to Dick, was passing,
and the night was at hand ; yet he had
no misgivings; the brightness of the
day bad left an afterglow of happiness

in his soul, and his heart was full of
charity towards his fellow-men.

Unfortunately the society of a lovely
female cannot, like the beauties of
inanimate nature, be enjoyed by all
men with impunity,and without respect
of persons; it rather resembles the
funds of the capitalist, the plum-cake
of the schoolboy, the right to a judg-
ment in matters artistic, and to a
breath of fresh air in the metropolis,
prizes of life which are supposed to
suffer in value by being shared, and
are apt to be monopolized by the great
ones of the world. 8o it came about
that for Dick, all unconscious as he
was, there was at this very moment a
heavy reckoning in preparation. And
who should his creditor be but Mr.
Pugh? That gentleman had taken his
Sunday dinner with the vicar, but had
left early in the afternoon to take
Miss Price for & promenade. His in-
dignation, when he found that he had
been forestalled, was extreme. He
had had occasion before now to com-
plain of the unseemly catholicity of
Miss Julia's taste, but that he should
have to give place to such a person as
Richard Rose was too galling ; a person
who had been held up to the reproba-
tion of moral men in that very
morning's sermon, for of course Mr.
Pugh knew who had been the Achan

icularly referred to. He and
arson had frequently talked over the
i which the existence and prac-
tices of that individual brought upon
Hopetay, so he averred to a group of
citizens, leaving them with the pro-
found conviction that something ought
to be done to show Master Dick the
error of his, ways, and that right
quickly.

Meanwhile that abandoned criminal,
having left his fair companion at the
post-office, and won from her a half-
promise that on the morrow, on which,
being Whit-Monday and a general
holiday, there was to be a t ex-
cursion of the whole village over the
hills, he might again act as her squire,
had departed in great contentment of
mind to his own home. That home
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was indeed of a wretched enough de-
scription, being a low, dark, stuffy,
little one-storeyed hovel, in which
no dog of self-respect would have
cared to live; neither was it kept,
it must be confessed, particularly
clean by its inmates; and altogether
the fact that Dick and his mother
were content to live in such a hole
would have been enough of itself to
single them out for the Rev. John's
special condemnation, had special cause
been needed. It did not occur to him
that long custom and inherited in-
stincts might have something to do
with this passive acceptance of condi-
tions of life which he would have found
insupportable, and that possibly on the
whole it was lucky for Dick and others
like Dick that they had become pretty
pachydermatous. But there was more
to be said in defence of our poor
scamp's unpalatial residence than this;
it was not only somewhat removed
from the rest of the village, and so
less exposed to the prying eyes of un-
sympathetic neighbours, but in the
matter of picturesqueness it was charm-
ingly situated half way up the side of
a beautiful glen that ran into the
hills. In front of it passed the road
by which the orthodox ascent of the
heights was made, and beneath, along
the foot of the valley, rippled and
sparkled a little stream, the waters of
which collected at the mouth of the
glen to form the pond which was
spoken of reverentially by the inhabit-
ants of Hopetay as “The Lake.,” It
sounds absurd to claim for a person
like Dick a genuine love of scenery,
but I believe that he possessed it never-
theless, and that it helped to endear
to him the hovel which be called his
home.

The room which he entered had
little enough furniture, but that little
was too much. Two sides were occu-
pied by two beds, the one (on the side
which contained also the door) cur-
tained off in a recess of the wall, the
other protruding in undraped ugliness
into the room ; on the third side was
the fireplace, and on the fourth the

window, in front of which was a small
rickety deal table and a chair of plain
wood—the plainer possibly for the
loss of its back. The general impres-
sion produced by the room and its
contents was of the drab and dingy
colourlessness of it all ; the eye longed
for a bit of colour, the brighter the
better. From the dirty-white clothes
on the bed and the dirty-grey white-
wash on the walls, to the melancholy
and mutilated china dog on the mantel-
shelf (the only ornament in the room),
and even the drab, cadaverous cat,
which had been sitting on the table,
but fled spitting and swearing beneath
the bed on Dick’s entry, the colouring
was of the same dismally negative
description.

A sound, half-way between a gasp
and a whisper, drew Dick at once to
the recess in the wall, and there, lying
huddled up on the unmade bed, was
one who looked the very genius of the
dismal place, so mean and shapeless
was the dirty, draggled gown that
clung to her wasted limbs, so thin
and wan were the hands which she
feebly rubbed from time to time on
the bed-clothes to wipe away the mois-
ture that kept bursting from their
pores, so ashy pale and bloodless the
poor, pinched face. Without a word,
but with a feeling as though some-
thing were tugging at his heartstrings,
8o that he was sick and faint and his
breath came heavily and fast, Dick
hastened to the table, on which in the
midst of a wilderness of chipped and
unwashed crockery were two black
bottles, the one nearly full, containing
milk, the other holding a few precious
drops of brandy. With the aid of the
latter he had the satisfaction by and
by of restoring his mother to a more
normal condition, to the nearest ap-
proach to life of which she was capable;
then he spoke to her with affected
cheerfulness, sitting by her bedside
and holding her left hand in both of

his. “ Why, mother, you ain’t been
took this way this long time! What
to goodness took you?t”

Mrs, Rose made no answer, but from
E 2
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the regularity of her breathing, and
the quiet way her hand lay in his,
Dick hoped that this meant that she
had fallen asleep; and so, fearful of
disturbing her, he sat there motion-
less, while the light faded away in the
room and the quiet night came down.
From the little portion of sky which
he could see from where he sat, a few
stars stared down at him, and he stared
back at them, and attempted a little
original astronomy to account to him-
self for their appearance; but the
mental results seemed hardly worth
the exertion, and presently his dreamy
thoughts strayed to more mundane
fields. He thought of the events of
the day, of Miss Price, of Heaven, of
theology, of the Rev. Johnm, of Jim
Pugh, of Julia again, and so for another
circular tour through the world of
thought, arriving by another equally
logical succession of ideas at the same
destination. Suddenly there broke the
stillness a voice, weak and tired it
sognded, but quite steady and very
sad.

“Dick, lad, I've been thinking—
and I never see’d it so clear as I do
to-night, somehow—as n was in
the right of it ; you'd best have sent me
to the house when he told you. I've
kept you back, Dick; you're gallus
and ontidy enough by natur’, but I've
kept you back.”

Then our poor emotional Dick broke
down altogether; he flung himself
down on his knees beside the bed,

and cried aloud: ¢Oh, mother,
dunna talk like that! Dunna talk
that way, mother! I canna bear

it; indeed, indeed, I canna.” And he
began to pour forth a flood of words,
in which he confessed himself an
idle, good-for-nothing son, but pro-
mised amendment for the future, and
declared his fixed resolve to begin a
fresh life from that very evening, But
Mrs. Rose, who had it in her mind to
make up her books with Heaven, and
that without delay, became fretful and
impatient, when Dick began to indulge
in the same melancholy amusement.
She somewhat tartly bade him be

silent, though she did not attempt to
deny that Dick had been a very worth-
less fellow ; of course he had. Hadn’t
¢ passon” always said so? And ‘“pas-
son was most always right.” Best
thing Dick could do was to lose no
time in making friends with the vicar,
and so become respectable. And Mrs.
Rose, having delivered herself of this
piece of worldly-wise advice, bade her
son leave her and lie down. To the
latter command he attempted todemur,
but seeing that his protests only irri-
tated her he gave way and lay down,
as he was, upon the bed, with the in-
tention however of keeping awake till
morning in case she should need him.

Alas for the sternest resolves of our
frail human nature! The next thing
Dick was conscious of was starting up
from his bed with the uneasy convic-
tion that he had been very near yield-
ing to sleep, which conviction seemed
to be on the whole an understatement
of the truth, for the sun was high in
the heavens and it must have been
about ten o’clock in the morning. But
he had not time to realize that before
he became conscious of still another
fact. His mother, propped on her
elbows, with her hands hanging life-
lessly over the edge of the bed, her
head bowed upon her. breast, and her
breath coming in quick, short gasps,
was calling his name in a hoarse
whisper. He sprang to the table,
only to find that the brandy had been
exhausted the previous night. With
trembling fingers he uncorked the
bottle of milk, filled one of the broken
cups,and tried toforcesome of theliquid
down the fainting woman's throat; but
all his efforts seemed fruitless, and a
horrible despair took possession of him,
80 that he moaned aloud in the agony
of his spirit. The moments were fly-
ing ; something must be done, some
help procured, or she would die.
Snatching up the empty brandy bottle
he rushed from the room.

Mrs. Rose struggled slowly up to
life, but so slowly and so feebly, that
she would in all probability have soon
slipped back again into the sea of
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unconsciousness from which she had
emerged, had not something oocurred
to stimulate her flagging senses into
temporary activity,. There was a
hubbub going on in the road outside,
and voices were raised and names
called which were familiar. She sat
up and listened intently, her eyes
starting, her whole body trembling ;
then crawli from her bed she
dragged he: across the little room
and reached the window. The scene
of which she thus became a spectator
was sufficiently remarkable in itself,
but the effect which it produced upon
Mrs. Rose was quite phenomenal, and
I am convinced that, had the actors
therein known the engrossing interest
with which this one spectator, of
whom unfortunately they took no
account, contemplated their efforts,
they would have been gratified beyond
measure ; for no sooner had they
played their little parts and were now
retiring from the stage, than Mrs.
Roee retired in her turn from the
stage of life, on which she had played
80 poor a part. The last word she
uttered was the name of her son, and
then, flinging out her hands before
ber, she sank back lifeless. Falling
against the wall, she remained propped
up on the backlees chair, and Tom,
the drab and dilapidated cat, who had
watched her movements with much
interest and some alarm, was moved
to jump upon her lap, to find out what
it was all about ; arrived there he dis-
covered to his delight that one result
of her agitation was that, when she
flung out her arms, she had swept
over the uncorked bottle of milk, the
contents of which were flooding the
table. Having thus enjoyed a meal,
the like of which he had not had for
many a long day, sleep seemed the
natural consequent, and, as his late
mistress’s lap presented & more com-
fortable couch than the crockery-
encumbered table, pussy, after due
deliberation, ensconced himself there,
and contentedly purred himself off to
sleep.

Meanwhile, how had Dick fared?

Dizzy with dread, he had barely
noticed that, as he emerged from the
cottage on to the road, he fell straight-
way into the thick of a crowd of
villagers ; nor, intent only on pro-
curing aid for his mother, had he ob-

the excited cries of * Here a
be! Now, get a hold on him, Jim,”
with which his appearance was hailed.
But when he was suddenly seized by a
dozen strong hands, and laid on his
back in the dusty road, he was roused
to the reality of things, and fought
lustily for his freedom. The struggle
was short but decisive ; in less time
than it takes to write he was reduced
to subjection, and then & curioua
operation was performed. A light
plank, about seven feet long, was pro-
duced, and to this he was bound from
head to foot with strips of cord, so
closely that he could move neither
hand nor foot, but lay like an ani-
mated mummy, or a babe encased in
the old-fashioned swaddling clothes in
which infants are represented on
mediseval monuments. This done,
Mr. Pugh delivered an extemporary
addrees over his recumbent form;
pointing out the many particulars in
which Dick fell short of the moral
ideal of Hopetay, and the urgent need
there was that those to whom that
ideal was dear should mark their dis-
approbation of this arch-offender’s
delinquencies, by making a signal ex-
ample of him. His remarks were
received with rapturous applause, and
his proposal that they should take and
dip their victim three times in the
lake was carried nem. com.; but
whether this unanimity was due en-
tirely to an unextinguishable zeal for
the moral law, or in part at least to
a keen sense of the ridiculousness of
Dick’s position,and a reluctance to spoil
the situation by releasing him too soon,
it is impossible to say ; certainly, many
of those most energetic in applause
had the reputation, rightly or wrongly,
of being not much better than Dick
himself, and if they had for all these
years kept alight in the recesses of
their unassuming characters the pure
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flame of a moral enthusiasm, such
conduct did more credit to their
modesty than their judgment.

Dick had made several attempts to
secure the attention of the crowd and
explain the errand he was on and the
danger in which he believed his
mother to be, but the noise was so
great, and the laughter which his
appearance excited so Homeric, that
his entreaties were drowned ; indeed,
from the very first, from the time he
appeared in front of the cottage hat-
less and but half-dressed, with one
brace hanging limply at his side,
and with the empty black bottle
clasped in his hand, he looked so
grotesque that it was impossible to
take him seriously. 8o he relin-
quished the vain struggle against fate
and the mob, and a dull despair took
possession of him and sealed his lips.
He could not have told how long it
took the yelling, delighted band to
carry him to the lake; he was dimly
conscious that he was in considerable
physical pain, and that one cord in
particular was tied too tight and was
gelling his ankle, but it was useless
to complain ; once he thought he was
about to faint and closed his eyes, but
the faintness passed away, and, when
he reopened his wi eyes, Jim
Pugh was looking down at him with a
curious, doubtful look on his face ; as
soon a8 their eyes met, Jim turned
away and fell back to the rear of the
procession. The next incident that
impressed itself with any vividness on
bhis memory was his immersion. It
resembled somewhat the launching of
a ship; he was shot into the pond
head downwards, the plank slicing
through the water at what seemed a
great speed, and then coming slowly
bobbing up to the surface, when it
was pulled to the shore and the opera-
tion was repeated. The feeling of his
utter helplessness, stretched motion-
less as he was on the plank without
power to move hand or foot, made his
position peculiarly excruciating. Pos-
sibly the same reason helped to spoil
+he sport of the others ; possibly the

Dick.

rigidity of his appearance, which gave
him such a comic look on land, seemed
to some of them to possess an un-
pleasantly corpse-like semblance, when
afloat, while others missed the kicks
and struggles of the victim which
should have given zest to the enter-
tainment ; perhaps they were merely
tired of their amusement ; whatever
the cause, the interest in the show
drooped and flagged as suddenly as it
had arisen, and presently he was
dragged to land, cast, still bound to
the plank, on the grass at the side of
the lake, and so left.

Soon people began to pass in twos
and threes, the villagers on their way
to the gemeral picnic that was to be
held to-day on the hills, and, as almost
all of them had a witticism pointed
against him, and Dick did not feel at
present particularly humorous, he took
an early opportunity to roll over on
his front, bury his face in the grass,
and pretend to go to sleep. Sleep
itself was out of the question; every
inch of his body was aching with cramp,
and perishing with cold, and these
physical tortures, added to his mental
distress, were enough to exhaust one
who had not had his night's rest dis-
turbed as Dick’s had been ; but he was
too exhausted to sleep, all he could
do was to lie in a semi-unconscious,
comatose condition, From this state
he was roused by the pattering of a
shower of tiny pebbles on the plank
bound to his back. He turned heavily,
wearily over on his side to see his
assailant, and met the laughing grey
eyes of Miss Price, who was on her
way to the picnic. According to the
custom of her kind, she was accom-
panied by a fair creature of her own
age and sex, the pair walking with
their arms entwined round each other,
and an ostentatiously lavish inter-
change of caresses and smiles and
whispered communications, the latter
of a highly jocular nature to judge
from the little peals of laughter that
they evoked. The whole performance
was designed to whet the appetites of
the two swains who revolved uneasily
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about their respective suns, and tried
by artless masculine devices to draw
down upon themselves the warmth
and heat their nature craved. Mr,
Pugh, who aspired to be Miss Julia's
companion for the day, and was duly
going through the probationate we
have described, looked particularly em-
barassed when he saw her stopping at
the side of his vietim.

 Oh, Dick,” she cried, ¢ you do look
so funny! I never saw anything so
funny!”

A position like his was so utterly
out of the range of her experience,
that she could not realize that it might
be something very much she reverse
of funny to him. She meant her words

in perfect good faith, and no one could -

have been more surprised than she was
at the way they were received. For
Dick could realize her point of view
no more than she could his, and the
thought that she should join in mock-
ing him was more than he could bear.
He rolled over on his face once more to
hide his tears. The bystanders were
amused, and Julia was piqued. “Oh, you
great stupid!” she said pettishly. “Cry,
baby, cry ! ” And then she passed on.

How the hours passed after that
Dick hardly knew. His clothes slowly
dried on him, and now and again he
seemed almost free from discomfort,
but these times were always followed
by spells of acute pain, when his whole
body ached and throbbed. The village
was almost deserted, but the two Sages
had not gone up the hills, and paid
him a visit, each deriving much plea-
sure from what he saw. Morgan
laughed from the time he came till
the time he went away, and at inter-
vals during the rest of the day, while
Griffiths cursed Dick for his folly in
falling into such & plight ; cursed his
tormentors for not, while they were
about it, having drowned such a fool
outright ; cursed Morgan for laughing
80 uproariously at nothing, and himself
for wasting so much breath on such a
pair of idiots. They neither of them
offered to release the captive, though
possibly, if he had asked them, they

might have complied with his request,
each in his own way. But poor Dick
communed with his own heart, and
was still.

At last, early in the afternoon, came
a deliverer. The Rev. John sallied
forth from the vicarage to join his
flock on the hill-top, and bring them
back to the fold. The fineness of the
day, the sense of having done a good
morning’s work, the prospect of a good
long walk, even the appearance of the
village, which, deserted of its inhabit-
ants, looked more neat and less
slovenly than its wont—all these things
combined to put him in a good humour.
Just outside the village his attention
was caught by the extraordinary look-
ing object lying on the grass by the
gide of the lake, and he drew near to
inspect it. As soon as he had distin-
guished with great amazement and
some alarm the component parts of
the phenomenon, and knew it repre-
sented a man bound to a plank, he felt
instinctively sure that the man was
no other than Richard Rose. It was
just, he said to himself as he hurried
to the spot, it was just the unseemly
exhibition in which Richard would
be taking ; he felt, for some
reason which he could hardly have
explained, personally aggrieved in the
matter. So t and growing was
his irritation, that his impulse, when
he got up to the object, was to use
his foot in order to turn it over, face
uppermost ; but either Dick and the
plank were too heavy for such unoere-
monious treatment, or he was ashamed
of his impulse, for he stooped down
and used his hands for the purpose,
and that with more gentleness than
people would have given him credit
for possessing.

“What does all this mean} What
are you doing here——I mean, who
did this, Richard1” There was a dis-
tinet fretfulness in his tome, though
in consideration for Dick’s miserable
appearance he tried to keep down the
feeling of dislike with which the mere
sight of that poor sinner always in-
spired him.
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Dick looked at him for a moment
with dull, lack-lustre eyes, and then
glanced away, answering him not a
word. His silence, his woebegone, un-
kempt appearance, and the absurdity
of the whole affair made Mr. Smith,
who was not a man with any sense of
humour, more and more angry. A wit
had nailed & placard above Dick's
head, on which was scrawled, D1k THE
SLuaup.” The sight of this ill-spelt
witticism incensed Mr. Smith in a
quite unaccountable manner; he was
ready to be angry at anything.

“Come, Richard,” he said in his per-
emptory, schoolmasterly manner, while
he busied himself cutting the cords
with his pocket-knife, ¢ Come, Richard,
tell me everything. Don’t attempt to
deceive me. I will get to the bottom
of this, It is the work of some of
your low acquaintances. Now tell me
au.,

But Dick shook his head and made
no reply. The Rev. John pressed and
urged, and fussed and fumed about him,
but all to no purpose ; and at last, losing
all patience, he departed in a rage,
informing Dick he was a worthless
fellow, who would come to no good
end, and deserved everything he got.

Dick, watching him fume away with
the tails of his black coat flapping
excitedly about his legs, felt a little of
the old sense of amusement, with which
the Rev. John always affected him,
stealing over him. A dreary little
laugh broke from him as he struggled
to rise to his feet, and then, gripped
by a paroxysm of pain, fell groaning

back upon the grass. He was crippled -

and almost paralyzed with pain. His
home was but a little distance off, but
it was almost incredible how long he
took crawling and dragging himself
there. Still it was done at last, and
he entered the room where he had left
his mother.

Tom, the cat, after his heavy meal,
had enjoyed a prolonged sleep; but
Dick’s entry aroused him. Getting to
his feet, he stretched himself, gave a
mighty yawn, arched his back, and
then, by way of showing his gratitude

to the benefactress whose lap he had
been using, lazily essayed to rub his
cheek against hers. But the cheek felt
strangely, unnaturally cold to the
sensitive animal, and Tom with a little
mew of alarm jumped off Mrs, Rose’s
lap and took up his station at a safe
distance. Dick was in time to see this
little episode, and it confirmed for him
his worst forebodings ; with a cry, as
faint and plaintive as a little child’s,
he crept to his mother’s side, trying to
persuade himself that she was still
alive, and must be revived. He was
too feeble himself to do much, but
what little he could do he did, pressing
her to him with his trembling, aching
arms, and trying by holding her to his
own chilled breast to impart to her the
warmth she lacked. He tried to go
for help, but his failing strength would
now barely carry him across the room ;
so crawling back to the window, he sat
there and waited for the evening,
when the villagers would return from
the hills. The night seemed long, very
long of coming, but he waited patiently
and in silence, and at last there was a
sound up the road. It was a boy, in
advance of the others, running as fast
as he could, but finding breath to
whistle as he ran a jerky fragment of
a tune. Dick recognized the air as
the hymn-tune which he himself had
been whistling the day before, and the
boy was a young Price, whom his mother
employed to carry the letters each
night to meet the mail-cart at the
corner of the turnpike road ; doubtless
that was the reason of his haste. He
clattered by, making a great noise on
the road with his heavy boots, and was
soon lost to sight round the corner. A
long pause, and again the sound of
footsteps approaching ; very leisurely
these, belonging to two young people,
male and.female, who had got in front
of the ruck to enjoy a quiet téte-a-téte.
They heard Dick’s call, and raised
their faces, which had been very close
together, to the window. ¢ Doctor ] ”
he cried in a faint, hoarse whisper,
“Doctor !” Unfortunately for him,
Miss Julia (who happened to be the
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lady) had had great difficulty that
very day in making her peace with the
jealous James, the bone of contention
being poor Dick himself, and she was
not prepared to risk her ¢ paradise re-
gained,” by any furthertampering with
forbidden fruit; so putting on her
most derisive manner she exclaimed,
“ Oh, the poor dear caught cold this
morning, and wants the doctor, and is
too lazy to go for him. Why doesn’t
he ask us to go in and nurse him?
Come along, Jim, or we shall catch
cold. Like his imperence, indeed !
She looked up at her companion for
approval, and though Jim hesitated
and looked ill-at-ease he did not dare,
in the face of what he had been saying
to her, to follow his better self. And
so they too passed by on the other
side.

But Dick staggered to his feet
and raised an exceeding bitter cry;
clasping his mother’s dead body to his
breast, he kissed her passionately on
her chill, ashen lips. ¢ Oh, mother,
canna you take Dick with youi” he
cried, and then fell heavily to the
ground.

An abrupt knock at the door could
not rouse Dick to consciousness. The
person who knocked was not wont to
wait till his parishioners answered or
admitted him ; he walked straight in.
The Rev. John had been expanding
his lungs on the hills after the dis-
persal of the party, and as he neared
the cottage on his return he felt that
something was demanded of him in
that direction as the parish priest—
what, he did not stay to think.

He stepped in, glowing with health,
exercise, and the performance of duty.
The sight he saw made his long coat-
tails quiver with indignation ; no first
glance of his into a cottage had ever
revealed such a state of slovenliness.
There was Dick in a heap on the floor,
his mother sitting languid and asleep
in a chair, and a black bottle on the
table.

In another minute or two the coat-
tails were still, the look of superfluous
energy had vanished from his face, all

his high-strung muscles were relaxed.
He took off his hat, gently shut the
door, drew the pitiful substitute for a
curtain, and after a quiet and rapid
examination of the two inmates, knelt
down for several minutes.

It was not in his nature to be long
quiet ; exertion was his happiness. He
carried the old woman to her bed, laid
her softly down, and covered her with
the quilt. Then he seized Dick, and
without a thought of weight or dis-
tance, bore him out of the cottage,
and set out on his way home. He had
not gone a hundred yards when he felt
the burden too great for him, but he
staggered on; and a feeling of con-
scious pride began to overcome the
uncomfortable misgivings of the last
quarter of an hour. Two strayed
revellers—the Cynic and the Cyrenaic
—passed him with uncertain gait, and
jeered ; the Rev. John barely noticed
them. Other voices approached ; they
were Jim Pugh and his Julia, still
prolonging the day’s enjoyment. Julia
gave a little hysterical laugh, and
turned aside; Jim hesitated, then
offered his help, and began some re-
spectful but futile remarks,

“Go home!” said the vicar, the
perspiration running down his face;
‘“you know, James, that I dislike this
loitering about the roads at night.
You ought to set a better exam—"
He stopped short in his fierce little lec-
ture, looked disconcerted, and sud-
denly hurried on. Mr. Pugh was left
wondering.

‘With his own arms the Rev. John
placed Dick on his own bed, when he
reached the vicarage, well-nigh ex-
hausted. Nor did he once leave him
that night, though the hours of watch-
ing, with their forced inactivity, were
hard to bear. For the six weeks which
elapsed before Dick was well enough
to leave his bed, the parish saw little
of their parson, and the little they did
see showed him in a strange and un-
wonted aspect. It was during this
period that an old friend, paying him
a flying visit, said to himself on leav-
ing, that the life of a country parson
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was naturally apt Yo make a man
slovenly; “Not the fellow he was,
Smith—not at all the good man he
was.” It was also during this period
that one evening, in the dead of
night, and by the light of a solitary
candle, the reverend gentleman re-
moved Dick’s page from the Black
Book. The hour and the surround-
ings had in them tragic suggestions,
and, it may be, exerted some influence
on the main actor; the stealth and
solemnity with which he consigned
this record of poor Dick’s misdeeds
to the avenging flames were awe-
inspiring.

All this notwithstanding, I think
both Dick and the Rev. John were
glad when the time came for them to

}nrt, work having been found for the
ormer in a neighbouring county which
necessitated his leaving Hopetay. They
wished to understand and like each
other, but the task was too hard. The
vicar tried to force and bully himself
into a truly friendly spirit, with the
vigour and conscientiousness that was
characteristic of him ; but with all his
praiseworthy efforts he never got fur-
ther than a pity largely tinged with
contempt. But he never knew—he
would have been shocked and aston-
ished to know—that that was just the
sentiment with which Dick regarded
him. Each was always glad in after
years to hear of the other’s welfare,
but they never betrayed any anxiety
to meet again.
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ETON, FIFTY YEARS AGO.

“] was out-afresh on Monday, and
in-afresh on Wednesday, and on Thurs-
day my tutor gave me penal servi-
tude ”. It wasin this jargon that my
grandson addressed me, when I went to
see him on the Fourth of June at Eton.
He was unconsciously using very old
and very new school-slang. Doubtless
the terms “out-afresh” and *in-
afresh ” are nearly as old as the school
itself. How familiar they sounded,
though I had not heard them for many
years. They simply meant that the
boy had been staying out of school for
illness or some other cause on Mon-
day, and had gone into school again
on Wednesday. But the strange ex-
pression “ penal servitude” almost
shocked me. Such a phrase was un-
known in England fifty yearsago ; much
less had it been accepted as a slang-
term in Eton school-discipline. Hap-
pily, it is not so terrible a punish-
ment as it sounds. If a boy is sen-
tenced to * penal servitude’’, he has to
prepare certain lessons, or do some ex-
tra work for two or three days, in his
tutor’s pupil-room instead of in his
own snug room ; and he may not go
out to join in any of the school-games.
But I was told that some tutors do not
care to enforce the sentence very
rigorously.

It is more than fifty years since I
went to school at Eton. Half a cen-
tury has of course seen many changes.
The third generation of boys now fills
the places of my contemporaries. It
is pleasant to see how many of the old
names reappear in the present school-
lists. Some of the old slang-words have
died out, and new ones have come into
fashion : several old houses have been
pulled down and new ones built ; but the
spirit of the place is unchanged. There
is so much of the old school that re-
mains unaltered, in spite of the Royal
Commission and all the reforms in Col-

lege, that I wish to tell something of
what happened in the days of my boy-
hood, and to see how it compares with
the present. The recollection of the
old time is something like the indis-
tinct memory of a pleasant dream. If
I fall into any error, I can only say,
Parce senescents.

My career at Eton lasted from 1836
to 1841. Dr. Goodall was Provost of
the College in 1836, and Dr. Hawtrey,
was Head-Master. The former, once
famous for his Latin quotations, looked
very dignified as he sat in his stall in
chapel wearing the stiff horsehair wig
which was then in vogue with Bishops
and other Church dignitaries. His
successor was Dr. Hodgson, the friend
of Lord Byron, and he rather disap-
pointed us at first by not wearing a
wig. But the boys knew little and
cared less about the Provost and
the Fellows, whose chief duty con-
sisted in making a periodical appear-
ance in chapel during the week, and
in preaching a sermon on Sunday. The
boys as a rule liked chapel, and with
good reason—for when we were in
chapel there was no school-work, and
we went to chapel every day except on
‘Wednesday, which was a whole school-
day. The music and singing were
good. The boys generally behaved
well. Occasionally there would be
some excitement when poor old Gray,
the clerk, fell down in a fit and kicked
against the panels of his pew till some
of the choirmen removed him to the
vestry. At times some wicked lads
would begin to espy sparrows which
flew about near the eaves of the lofty
roof where they had their nests. If a
few boys turned up their faces and
looked steadily at the sparrows, in a
very brief time almost every one in
the chapel would do the same, until
some of the masters responsible for
our good behaviour became fidgety,
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although those who were more discreet
professed to take no notice of it. There
was a curious old custom, that when a
boy got into the sixth form, or ob-
tained a seat in the chapel stalls
assigned to the sons of noblemen, he
gave a small packet of almonds and
raisins to every one in the sixth form
or in stalls. Originally the packets
used to be distributed at chapel time,
and their contents were eaten in
chapel. But even in my time the
practice had so far fallen into disuse
that the packets were sent to the boys’
rooms, and were seldom brought into
chapel to be eaten.

On Ash-Wednesday it was the cus-
tom to select some of the semior Col-
legers to repeat the Church Catechism.
The Fellow in residence put the ques-
tions, and the Collegers answered them
from a prominent pew in which they
took their places. On one occasion
rather a scene occurred. ¢ What is
your name $"’ asked the Fellow, address-
ing the senior Colleger. * Hyacinth”,
replied the boy ; and there was a roar
of laughter through the chapel. The
masters might have foreseen this, for
they knew that the lad’s name was
Hyacinth, he being the youngest of the
Kirwan family. The mention of Hya-
cinth Kirwan's name reminds me of
the cruel fate that awaited him and his
contemporary, Polehampton. These
two boys were at first great enemies,
but afterwards became close friends at
Eton. They both became chaplains in
the service of the East India Company,
and they were both shut up in the
famous garrison with 8ir Henry Law-
rence during the siege of Lucknow.
Kirwan, who had always been delicate,
succumbed to disease. Polebampton,
who was & muscular Christian (I think
he rowed in the Oxford eight), met his
death, I believe, from a cannon-ball.
Their bodies lie side by side in the
Residency grave-yard at Lucknow.
They had been friends in youth, and
in death they were not divided.

Dr. Hawtrey succeeded Dr. Keate
as Head-Master in 1834. Regarding
Dr. Keate I can say Vids tantum.
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But it was a memorable occasion, for
he was calling absence in the school-
yard at “ Montem”, and King William
the Fourth was standing by his side
listening to the names of the boys as
they passed by. Presently the king
caught sight of the fat little Lord
Altamont, now Marquis of Sligo, and
stopped him and spoke to him. Keate
could hardly restrain his indignation
at the interruption., There was a
story that Altamont was sent for and
swished by Keate next day, but the
story is not true. Dr. Hawtrey was
very unlike Dr. Keate in many re-
spects. It was said that his family
was of French extraction. Certainly,
when he was walking along the streets
of Windsor on his way to call at the
Castle, he looked like a foreigner, his
coat and waistcoat exhibiting as much
velvet a8 a clerical dress can show,
while the gold chains of his watch and
eye-glass were conspicuous. As we
knew him in school we all liked him.
To the sixth form, who came under
his personal tuition, he was an in-
structive and courteous teacher. His
household was man by his two
sisters, kindly old ladies, who pre-
sided at the breakfasts and dinners
to which he invited us from time to
time. Dr. Hawtrey was an elegant
scholar, as his contributions to the
“ Arundines Cami” testify ; who that
remembers his old age can imagine
him as a young man at Cambridge
busy with the translation into Greek
Tambics of Gammer-Gurton’s lines :

‘What care I how black I be !
Twenty pounds will m me:

If twenty won't, forty sag:{l,

For I'm my mother’s bouncing girl

He was not merely a good Latin
and Greek scholar, but was also
familiar with French and German
authors to an extent unusual at
the university in his time. His
name will be found in the list
of the Fellows who joined the
nascent Zoological Society in 1829.
His correspondence with Mrs. Sarah
Austin, as recently published in her
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biography, shows the high esteem in
which he was held in the best literary
society of the day.

I believe that only one of the assist-
ant masters who were in authority at
Eton in my time is still alive. This
is the Rev. John Wilder, now senior
Fellow. John Wilder was one of the
most popular masters in the upper
division of the school. He was great
in the quotation of parallel passages
in illustration of the day’s lesson in
Homer, Virgil, or Horace. It used
to be said of him that he never lost
his temper; and if he was compelled
by the custom and traditions of the
school to send up a boy to be swished,
he usually interceded with the Head-
Master, if there was a chance of get-
ting the punishment remitted. The
late Dr. Goodford in 1836 was master
of the lowest division of the fourth
form in the upper school. He had got
the nickname of ¢ Little Post-boy ”, as
he used toride a big thoroughbred horse
which, it was rumoured, had started
for the Derby of 1834. Be this as it
may, he might be seen jogging along
the road through Eton, at that slovenly
long trot to which thoroughbreds are
addicted, bumping uncomfortably on
his saddle to the ill-concealed amuse-
ment of the boys. Little did our un-
prophetic minds then foresee that Dr.
Goodford would rise to the dignity of
Head-Master and Provost of Eton, in
which high offices he acquired a con-
siderable reputation.

One of the most notable changes in
the social system of the school is the ex-
tinction of the dames’ houses. In my
time they were as numerous as those
of the tutors. In all the various
school contests—in cricket, in foot-
ball, or hockey—the mat¢hes of the
dames’ against the tutors’ houses
used to excite the greatest rivalry.
I was told that the school authorities
held that discipline was not suffi-
ciently maintained in the dames’ houses,
and so they were gradually suppressed.
My impression is that there was
little difference between the two.
The discipline of any particular house,
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whether tutor’s or dame’s, varies from
time to time, according to the age of
the boys in it and other circumstances.
At one time at my dame’s there were
chiefly big fellows, high up in the
school, and only two or three lower
boys ; in the course of four years the
proportion had entirely changed. I
had to fag for many big masters, but
before I left my own fags were so
numerous that there was little for
them to do. Iam sure that my hand-
some old dame and her two elderly
daughters looked after us most dili-
gently. Their supervision was almost
too vigilant, for if they heard too
much noise in any of our rooms their
rap at the door was almost sure to
surprise us, when they had come with
noiseless step along the passage. One
of these good ladies came round every
night to see that our candles and fires
were put out in our rooms. If we
were ‘‘staying out” for illness they
came to minister to us, and to see
that the drugs sent by the doctor
were swallowed instead of being
thrown out of window. My dame
trusted to the head-boy, or captain of
her house, to keep order. She had
her favourites amongst us, and when
she presided at our daily meals she
would send the daintiest morsels—
seemingly by chance—to those boys
who were in her good graces. Some
boys migrated from a dame's to a
tutor’s, but not having done so myself
I cannot say how the change was
liked. A tutor’s wife was sometimes
believed to be too great a lady to
undertake those domestic duties to-
wards the boys which a dame con-
sidered to be incumbent on her. There
was a story current that in a certain
tutor’s house at dinner, when the
boys remonstrated about the tough-
ness of the beef, the tutor's wife
went into hysterics and refused to
be comforted. If any great noise
was made in a boy’s rooms at a
tutor’s there was no one to check it
unless it reached the tutor's ears, and
he went up to stop it. Then the con-
sequences might be serious. The tutor
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could set his own punishments, or
send up obstreperous boys to be
swished by the Head-Master. At my
dame’s we were under no such danger-
ous rule. The good old lady would
threaten to report us, but she usually
forgave usif we were penitent the next
morning.

There has been a large increase in
the number of assistant masters (s.e.
tutors) in late years. There are now
about a thousand boys with fifty
tutors, including the teachers of ma-
thematics and foreign languages. In
my time there were only about twelve
masters to more than five hundred
boys, with one mathematical master,
and one teacher of French and one of
German. We had, however, the ser-
vices of a dancing-master and a fen-
cing-master. When each tutor had
about forty of his own pupils to look
after, as well as some forty boys in his
school-class, it was hardly possible for
him to take any part in the games of
the boys, as the younger masters of
the present time endeavour to do.
There was but one master, dear old
Cookesley, who was personally popular
in the estimation of almost every boy
in the school. The others lived apart
from us; but if any of them knew a
boy’s friends at home”, they would
occasionally ask him to breakfast,
a favour perhaps not always fully
appreciated. Private tutors for the
sons of aristocratic and wealthy fami-
lies were numerous in my time. The
pupil lived in a suite of rooms with
his private tutor, and had a monopoly
of his instruction in preparing his
lessons and verses. It seems to have
been supposed that the ordinary tutor
could not devote sufficient attention
to such precious boys ; but a boy with
a private tutor sometimes had his
work made too easy for him, and it is
doubtful if it was a good system.
The private tutors were usually old
Etonians who had taken their degrees
at the university. They formed a sort
of connecting link between the mas-
ters and the biggest boys in the school.
Some of them “devilled” a little to

help their old tutors, and many a
valuable hint and correction came to
us from one of them who used occa-
sionally to look over the Latin verses
or the Greek Jambics of some of my
tutor’s pupils.

I cannot undertake to say what
other boys may have thought about
their tutors—Edward Coleridge was
mine, and I am sure that there was
no other to be compared with him.
‘With his handsome faee and dark eyes
he seemed to look into a boy’s inmost
thoughts! He was always bright and
pleasant, though I may have heard
him once or twice sigh with weari-
ness when late at night he was
still surrounded by piles of exer-
cises which had to be looked over
before next morning’s school. Break-
ing stones or picking oakum must be
a trifle in comparison with the toil of
correcting hundreds of copies of in-
different prose or verse compositions
day after day. But he never shrank
from his own work, and was always
kind and considerate of the weak-
nesses of his pupils. I remember how,
on the eve of the examination for the
Newcastle Scholarship, he advised us
to shut up our books and attempt no
cram, but take a good night's rest
and go into the examination- hall
with clear heads and healthy bodies.
Several of his pupils were very clever
and very successful, both at Eton and
the universities, but I have always
maintained that their successes were
almost as much due to my tutor's
admirable training as to their own
natural abilities,

There was an old Eton custom which
tended, however unintentionally, to
keep the masters apart from the boys.
If a boy met a master ‘‘ out of bounds”,
it was incumbent on the boy to
“ghirk” him. The school-bounds were
8o limited that if I put my head out
of window on the south side of my
dame’s house, it was over the bound-
ary line on Barnes Pool bridge. The
river itself was out of bounds, and a
boy on his way to the boats had, if he
saw a master coming along the street,
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to pop into an open shop-door and
wait till the enemy had passed. No
doubt the tice was so unreason-
ably enforced that it became almost
a farce. But although the boys of
modern times are said to have been
much pleased at the abolition of shirk-
ing, it is & question whether they have
not gone from the frying-pan into the
fire. When shirking was in vogue, a
master was understood to be bound in
honour not to -see a boy if a genuine
attempt to shirk was made. Now a
boy walks boldly past a master, and
touches his hat to him. But the mas-
ter sees him, and remembers that he
has seen him. It may happen that
the boy is presently brought up for
some other offence, and then the
master wants to know what the de-
linquent was doing up in Windsor
last week in the purlieus of the cavalry
barracks. It may be that the boy had
some relation in the regiment whom
he went to see; but there used to be,
and doubtless still are, billiard-rooms
and other institutions in certain parts
of Windsor which it was not desirable
for big Eton boys to frequent.

In the recent correspondence in “The
Times” about compulsory games at
Eton and other public schools, some-
body complained that boys are not
content to take constitutional walks
instead of playing games. I know
nothing about compulsory games, for
to the best of my recollection they had
no existence amongst Oppidans. My
impression is that it needed much moral
courage in a small boy to abstain from
joining in games. No compulsion to
play was needed. When we grew older
we ventured to take constitutional
walks. Windsor Castle and Windsor
Park had great attractions for some
of us. We often walked to the Castle
terrace to see the Queen, or we went
to the statue of George the Third
(now familiarly called the Copper
Horse) at the end of the Long Walk,
the latter expedition involving more
running than walking, our time being
limited ; sometimes we would get so
far as Maidenhead or Staines. The
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ruling idea in our young minds was
to get as much healthy exercise as
we could to strengthen our bodies,

In many points the manners and
customs of the boys at Eton (fifty
years ago differed little from those of
the present day. Nor has the popular
vocabulary of slang, if it is slang,
changed very much. To “sap”, and to
be a ‘‘sap ", were then as well known
words as they are now. If a boy did
anything more than the regular school-
work for his own improvement, he
was called a sap, In my time the
fifth and sixth forms had no periodical
examinations, no trials, and no pro-
motions or changes of rank or place,
but; we all placidly drifted up towards
the top of the school as the boys
above us left it. Sapping had then
its chief object and reward in the com-
petition for the Newcastle Scholarship
and Medal—annual prizes of no great
pecuniary value, but much coveted.
In the examination, the twelve can-
didates who got the highest marks
were called the Select, and it was
considered an honour to be among
them, In the year 1840 the examiners
for the Newcastle were Mr. W. E.
Gladstone and his brother-in-law, Lord
Lyttelton., They were then young
men, recently married, and had ac-
quired a reputation as classical scholars,
the one at Oxford and the other at
Cambridge. The Eton college autho-
rities used to obtain an examiner from
each university, and we were rather
pleased at the change from crusty old
dons to young and sympathetic scholars.
This was the first year in which the
boys in my remove could go up for the
Newcastle, as no one below the upper
division of the fifth form was allowed to
compete, It chanced that there were
some unusually clever fellows at the
head of myremove—HenryFitzmaurice
Hallam, the younger son of the his-
torian ; Boulton minor, whose father
was a member of the firm of Boulton
and Watt, of steam-engine fame ; Kaye,
son of the Bishop of Lincoln ; and
Joynes, the late under-master, fami-
liarly known as “ Jemmy ” in modern
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times. Goldwin Smith came next, and
Hugh Blackburn and Crichton-Stuart.
Boys going up for the first time to the
Newcastle examination were not ex-
pected to do much ; and great was the
surprise of the masters, and great was
the'wrath of some of the senior boys,
when four names from our remove
appeared in the select, and Hallam
was declared Medallist. I cannot say
if anything was due to the partiality
of our juvenile examiners for the
younger boys. I remember their per-
sonal appearance when it was my turn
to go before them for the vivd woce
examination. Lord Lyttelton took me
in hand, and though his visage was
somewhat rugged and his red hair
dishevelled, his manner was kind and
encouraging. Gladstone sat by, with
his large eyes half closed under his
drooping eyelids, and occasionally sug-
gesting a question. Perhaps the ama-
teur examiners were beginning to tire
over their work, which had lasted for
several days, and the number of
candidates was above thirty.

It was the ambition of most boys
to be a “ wet-bob ” and to be “in the
boats’. The school was divided be-
tween  wet-bobs” and “dry-bobs”,
the former taking their pleasure on
the river, and the latter in the cricket-
field. The Captainof the Eight was
regarded by all wet-bobs as the most
important person in the school. The
Captains of my time were Garnett,
1837; Croft, 1838; Rayer, 1839;
Arundell, 1840 and 1841. There were
eight boats, of which one was a ten-
oar, the Monarch, and the rest eight-
oars. Five of them were styled the
upper, and three the lower-boats, the
latter being usually manned by boys
below the fifth form—but now I un-
derstand that no boy may be in the
boats unless he is in the fifth form.
The Captain of the Eight appointed
the captain of each boat, but
each captain selected his own crew.
The lag, or last of the lower-
boats, was the most amusing craft.
The late Sir William Don, a very tall
and eccentric boy, commanded this
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boat one year. Every summer day
“ after twelve” Don’s crew might be
seen starting from Hester’s yard and
rowing some forty strokes a minute
with a wonderful splashing and erab-
catching ; but Don would never go
easy ” until he himself was ¢ blown ”’
by the time they reached Brocas
Clump’. Then they proceeded by
short stages and spurts to Surley Hall,
where much beer and cider were quaff-
ed before they set out on the return
voyage. As rowing on a hot day pro-
motes thirst, boating was looked on
rather askance by the masters; one
curious reason being that all the mas-
ters had been Collegers at Eton, and
Collegers were not allowed to be in the
boats, or to come on the part of the
river above Windsor bridge, which was
sacred to Oppidans. Times have
changed—and now Dr. Warre, the
Head-Master, actually superintends the
coaching of the school Eight when the
boys are in training for the Ladies’
Plate at Henley.

In my time the eight-oar races,
Lower Eights, Upper Eights, and
Dames v. Tutors, were all started from
the eyot above Windsor bridge, and
were rowed against the stream up to
the Rushes, and then back again
down stream to the bridge, the whole
course being about three miles. The
boats started side by side, but bump-
ing was allowed at any stage, and if
there was no collision at the first bend
of the riveropposite Bargeman’s bridge,
there was almost a certainty of a bump
at Lower Hope, where the turn of the
river is almost at a right angle.
There was yet another chance for a
bump at the turning of the boat
round the rypeck at the Rushes;
but the boat which got safely round
the Rushes first was usually the first
to reach the goal at Windsor bridge.
Besides the eight-oar races there were
the more popular competitions of the
school pulling and sculling sweep-
stakes. In the sculling perhaps thirty
or forty boys would start, of all ages
and sizes, and they were arranged in
rows according to the reputed skill of
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the scullers, there being only room for
seven or eight boats in each row.
The best and biggest scullers were
placed in the hinder rows. There
were usually several big fellows who
devoted themselvesspecially tosculling ;
such, for instance, were the present
Lord Coleridge and Lord Cotton, who
skimmed swiftly along the water in
their “ single-streak "’ wager-boats, for
outriggers were not then invented.
‘When the signal-shot for starting was
fired, there was a sort of general
mélée. Perhaps one or two little fellows
in the front row would get clear away;
but the others would begin to bump
and swamp one another, and to get in
the way of the boats in the hinder
rows, so that the river was almost
blocked. It required much skill and
temper to get through the confused
fleet of boats; and even when a good
sculler had got fairly away, and was
gradually passing other competitors,
it was not absolutely forbidden by the
rules for a losing boat to bump and
try to swamp his antagonist as he
him. It was therefore seldom
that the best sculler came in the
winner after this sort of chance-
medley ; and much the same might be
said of the contests in the pulling and
double-sculling sweepstakes, which
were conducted in similar fashion.
Bathing was always in great favour
with the Eton boys. A boy who did
not bathe was called a ‘“scug”, and
other opprobrious names. The fourth-
form bathed in shallow water at
Cuckoo-weir, and the remove went to
a rather deeper hole near Bargeman’s-
bridge, both those places being in the
back-water stream which runs from
Upper Hope to Bargeman’'s.  For
e upper school there were two
bathing-places in the main stream of
the Thames, of which the favourite
was called Athens, & spot about two
bundred yards below the Rushes.
A little raised point was styled the
Acropolis, from which the most expert
boys took “headers”. The per-
fection of a header was to plunge
into the water without a splash, mak-
No. 361.—voL. Lx1.

65

ing such a slight curve beneath the
surface that the hands held in front of
the head almost emerged from the
water before the feet entered it. The
late Bishop Selwyn, who was then a
private tutor at Eton, was the arbiter
of swimming and diving and
headers. . Many boys bathed four times
a day in a hot summer. This exces-
sive bathing, coupled with an exces-
sive indulgence in strawberry-messes,
use to make some of them look rather
pale, which their friends who came to
see them were fondly prone to attri-
bute to excessive study.

I must devote a few words to the
memory of Eton ¢“sock.” Sock was
an arbitrary word similar to
sap. It has no etymological root.
Sock may be roughly, but imperfectly,
defined as the food which & boy bought
with his pocket-money. “To sock a
fellow”” was to give him something to
eat or drink outside his regular meals.
Sometimes aboy might say ¢ My gover-
nor socked me a book ”’, or ¢ My uncle
has socked mea lock-up”. A boy has
also been heard to ask another “to
sock him a construe of his lesson .
Beefsteaks and sausages, marmalade
and jam, strawberries and strawberry-
messes were the principal items of sock.
Ices were always sock, and oysters in my
time, I knew a boy who socked a
friend seventeen dozen of oysters at a
sitting at Nason the fishmonger’s shop
—but oysters only cost a shilling a
dozen then. Who does not remember
the two itinerant purveyors of sock,
Spankie and Webber, who brought
their temptations to boys as they were
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» going into school or coming out again 1

Spankie was a sycophant as well as a
sock-vendor. I once heard him ask a
big fellow not to fag a little boy
named Grey to take a book to his
room. “That is Lord Grey of Groby ”,
urged Spankie, ““ who will be one of
the richest peers in England”. But
the little Grey wisely carried off the
book, regardless of Spankie’s protest.

‘Whilst tbe river Thames presented
its attractions to the wet-bobs, the
playing-fields had their special charms

F
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for the dry-bobs. Cricket is now
such a scientific game that it would
not be safe for me to say much
about the old style of play. Fifty
years ago round-arm bowling was
almost a mnovelty. The best Eton
bowlers of that time were famous for
their swift under-hand bowling. The
names of Kirwan, de 8t. Croix,
Marcon, Ainslie and Fellowes will be
remembered by their contemporaries
a8 boys who smashed wickets and re-
quired two long-stops. No wicket-
keeper, not even the redoubtable
Anson, could dispense with the services
of along-stop. Boudier, the red-haired
Colleger—Boudier, the plucky and
popular boy who fought and threshed
the sweep at Windsor Fair—was four
years in the Eleven, into which he was
chosen at an early age as a trusty
long-stop. Bull Pickering was cap-
tain of the Eleven in 1837 and 1838;
Boudier succeeded him in 1839, and
Emilins Bayley ruled in 1840 and
1841. I can remember little George
Yonge being put in the Eleven for his
round-arm bowling. He was reputed
to have been the smallest fellow that
had ever been chosen for the Eleven,
but Aitken, who played in
1846, was both younger and smaller.
Both these tinies became famous
cricketers in their day.

There were only four recognized
cricket clubs in the playing-fields.
The Upper Club had the monopoly
of the upper shooting-fields, for the
benefit and practice of the Eleven and
the next twenty-two. Cricket-fagging
had been abolished under Hawtrey’s
rule, and T was never subject to it;
but I have a dim recollection of seeing
small boys running after cricket-balls
in Upper Club. They must have
been volunteers ; but perhaps like the
native volunteers of the old Indian
army, they did not really want to go
there. Lower Club occupied the ground
known as the lower shooting-fields;
its members were aspirants for pro-
motion to the Upper Club. “Aquatics”
was & club which consisted of wet-bobs,
when they sought to disport them-

selvesonland. It was a cardinal rule
of the Aquatics that a ball might
not be blocked ; if the player did not
“gwipe” at every ball he was out.
Sixpenny Club was the paradise of
the lower-boy dry-bob. It occupied
the ground along the high wall on the
Slough Road where the football at
the wall is played in winter. The
‘“ keepers”’ or managers of Sixpenny
Club were very important personages
among lower boys, and levied their
sixpences from all new comers. Any
new fellow who was fond of cricket
was keen to be asked to play in one of
the weekly matches in Sixpenny;
there was therefore much competition,
and I apprehend considerable syco-
phancy (known as “sucking’’) to stand
well with the keepers. On practice-
days the little patch of ground was
covered with stumps, and balls were
flying about freely, amidst shouts of
“thank you”, which was the request to
another boy to throw back a ball. I
think that on Saturday, after four, the
keepers of Sixpenny were bound to
provide beer for the players, and two
large tin cans of beer from the
Christopher used to be brought up to
the cricket-ground.

The Sixpenny ground was also known
as the appointed spot for a very
different diversion. If two boys quar-
relled, and no other settlement of
their views coudd be effected, they
arranged for “a mill in Sixpenny”
after two p.m. on the earliest avail-
able day. I understand that in these
degenerate days no boy is allowed to
strike another with his fist in a
quarrel, and an actual “mill” is a
serious offence. There were not many
fights in my time, and I can only
remember to have been present at
three. The most protracted con-
test was between two boys whom I
will call Jones and Robinson. Robin-
son was a tall boy of fifteen, and stilla
lower boy. Jones was rathera big-boned
lad of sixteen,and highup in the fifth
form. It was deemed a great conde-
scension on Jones's part to accept
Robinson’s challenge, the latter being
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a lower boy,—but it was really an
“ affair of honour ”’ between the two
youths, one of the fair sex being the
teterrima causa. 'When they met in the
ring,Jones quickly floored his opponent,
The same occurred for several rounds.
but Robinson declined to give in.
Then Jones’s hands began to swell, and
he was rather blown by his exertions.
So the fight went on, until the sound
of the chapel-bell put a stop to it,
and the spectators and combatants
had all to go to chapel. It certainly
seems marvellous that the thousand
boys now at Eton should be able to
dwell so amicably together that the
word “mill” has ceased to hold
its place in the current slang of the
school.
It seems to be the belief of some
parents that if they send a boy to Eton,
the school will make a man of him.

8o it will, if there is the making of a
man in him. But if a weed is sown in
the best soil, it remains a weed. It was
well said by Sir George Dasent that
¢ Providence sends into the world nine
fools for ome clever man. The nine
serve as stuffing and packing to prevent
the clever ones from colliding with
one another”. It was equally well
said by an experienced schoolmaster
that the parents of a boy are his
worst enemies, Parents almost always
fancy that their son is perfect, and
that it is the fault of the school if he
does not do well. Let them ponder
on Sir George Dasent’s words about

king and stuffing, and be very
thankful if among the thousand boys
at Eton their son is not one of the
nine hundred.

C. T. BUCKLAND.
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THE BALLAD OF THE KING'S MERCY.

Abdhur Rakman, the Durant Chief, of him is the story told.

His mercy fills the Khyber hills—his grace ¢s manifold ;

He has taken toll of the North and the South—his glory reacheth for ;
And they tell the tale of hss charity from Balkh to Candahar.

BEroRe the old Peshawur Gate, where Kurd and Kaffir meet,
The Governor of Cabul dealt the Justice of the Street,

And that was strait as running noose and swift as plunging knife,
Tho’ he who held the longer purse might hold the longer life.

There was a hound of Hindustan had struck a Euzufzali,

‘Wherefore they spat upon his face and led him out to die.

It chanced the King went forth that hour when throat was bared to knife ;
The Kaffir grovelled under-hoof and clamoured for his life.

Then said the King: “ Have hope, O friend! Yea, Death disgraced is hard ;
Much honour shall be thine’’ ; and called the Captain of the Guard,

Yar Khan, a bastard of the Blood, so city-babble saith,

And he was honoured of the King—the which is salt to Death ;

And he was son of Daoud Shah the Reiver of the Plains,

And blood of old Durani Lords ran fire in his veins;

And 'twas to tame an Afghan pride nor Hell nor Heaven could bind,
The King would make him butcher to a yelping cur of Hind.

“Strike ! ” said the King. “ King’s blood art thou—his death shall be his pride | ”
Then louder, that the crowd might catch: ¢ Fear not—his arms are tied!”

Yar Khan drew clear the Khyber knife, and struck, and sheathed again.
“O man, thy will is done,” quoth he; “ A King this dog hath slain.”

Abdhur Rakman, the Durant Chief, to the North and the South s sold.
The North and the South shall open their mouth to a Ghilzai flag unrolled,
When the big guns speak to the Khyber peak, and his dog-Heratis fly,

Ye have heard the song—How long? How long ? Wolves of the Abazai!

That night, before the watch was set, when all the streets were clear,
The Governor of Cabul spoke: *“ My King, hast thou no fear?}

“Thou knowest—thou hast heard "—his speech died at his master’s face.
And grimly said the Afghan King: “I rule the Afghan race.

“ My path is mine—see thou to thine—to-night upon thy bed

Think who there be in Cabul now that clamour for thy head.”

That night when all the gates were shut to city and to Throne,
‘Within a little garden-house the King lay down alone.

Before the sinking of the moon, which is the Night of Night,
Yar Khan came softly to the King to make his honour white.
The children of the town had mocked beneath his horse’s hoofs,
The harlots of the town had hailed him butcher ! from their roofs.
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But as he groped against the wall, two hands upon him fell,

A voice behind his shoulder spake: “Dead man, thou dost not well !
“'Tig ill to jest with Kings by day and seek a boon by night;

“ And that thou bearest in thy hand is all too sharp to write.

“But three days hence, if God be good, and if thy strength remain,
“Thou shalt demand one boon of me and bless me in thy pain.
“For I am merciful to all, and most of all to thee.

‘“My butcher of the shambles, rest—no knife hast thou for me.”

Abdhur Rahman, the Durani Chief, holds hard by the South and the North ;
But the Ghilzai knows, ere the melting snows, when the swollen banks break forth,
When the red-coats crawl to the Sungar wall, and the Usbeg lances fail.

Ye have heard the song— How long ? How long ? Wolves of the Zuka Kheyl!

They stoned him in the rubbish-field when dawn was in the sky,
According to a written word, “See that he do not die.”

They stoned him till the stones were piled above him on the plain,
And those the labouring limbs displaced they tumbled back again.

One watched beside the dreary mound that veiled the battered thing,
And him the King with laughter called the Herald of the King.

It was upon the second night, the night of Ramazan,

The watcher leaning earthward heard the message of Yar Khan.

From shattered breast through shrivelled lips broke forth the rattling breath :
“Creature of God, deliver me from agony of Death.”

They sought the King among his girls, and risked their lives thereby :
“ Protector of the Pitiful, give order that he die!”

“ Bid him endure until the day', a lagging answer came ;
“The night is short, and he can pray and learn to bless my name.”

Before the dawn three times he spoke, and on the day once more:
“ Creature of God, deliver me and bless the King therefore!”

They shot him at the morning-prayer, to ease him of his pain,
And when he heard the matchlock clink, he blessed the King again.

Which thing the singers made a song for all the world to sing,
So that the Outer Seas may know the Mercy of the King.

Abdhur Rakman, the Durani Chief, of him is the story told.

He has opened his mouth to the North and the South, they have stuffed
his mouth with gold.

Ye know the truth of his tender ruth—and sweet his favours are.

Ye have heard the song—How long ? How long #—from Balkh to Candahar.

Yussur.
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LEAVES FROM A NOTE-BOOK.

A TRAVELLER'S TALE.

Nor long ago I was in Edinburgh,
—for the first time, I am ashamed to
say. I arrived late at night, from

‘Where fair Tweed flows round holy Melrose,
And Eildon slopes to the plain ;

and as a friend had promised to meet
me at noon of the next day to do the
honours of his town to the stranger,
there was a fair morning before me to
explore on my own account. Fair indeed
the morning was not, in res that
it was conspicuously saft, but that did
not matter. For one thing, I had grown
used to it; and for another, the pe-
culiar atmospheric condition known
north of the Tweed as soft has not
that aggressiveness of moisture which
marks the rainy day of the Southron;
lenis mintmegque pertinax it might be
called, gentle and not too violently in-
sisting,—though it does imsist. As
I stepped out into Prince’s Street be-
times next morning—after breakfast-
ing on a herring from Loch Fyne,
which might have prompted the mem-
orable interpellation, * Aiblins, it was
a whale!”—it needed not the tall
Gothic monument rising at the eastern
end of that stately thoroughfare to re-
mind me in whose romentic town I
was. I trust I am not saying unper-
mitted things when I hint that the
chief impression a stranger is likely to
get from his first visit to Scotland
is, that it was discovered, if not
created by Walter Scott. Wherever he
goes, whatever he sees, Highland and
Lowland, lake and stream, grey ruin
and green glen, that potent spirit is
lord and master of all. There is
nothing quite like it, I think, else-
where ; no other land on which the
genius of one man has written his
name 8o deep. Greece still cherishes

the memory of Byron, and few
Englishmen at least who travel those
haunted shores are likely soon to for-
get that he owed to them his best
poetry and gave them in return his
life. ~But Byron's is after all but one
of many memories that throng that
marvellous land. In Scotland all
seems Scott. There Nature and Man,
the Present and the Past, all seem to

to us with his voice, and take
the most part of their beauty and their
glory from him. The Bruce and the
Douglas, Cavalier and Covenanter,
noble and moss-trooper,—they start
from their graves at every turn to the
call of the Great Magician.

The mighty Minstrel breathes no longer,
Mid m’ogulzring ruins low he lies— ’

yet surely of few men are the old
words so true, He being dead yet
th. But these reflections cannot
certainly be very original ; and may
possibly bring on me the fate of the
unlucky Frenchman who, venturing to
praise Fenimore Cooper’s delightful
novels, was scornfully asked by one of
Cooper’s countrymen what claim he
had with his boulevards, his gas-
lamps, and his absinthe, to write of
the life and the men whom the
creator of Leather-Stocking drew.

I had promised myself overnight
to devote some part of the morning
to tracing the route of Dundee’s
famous ride out of Edinburgh as set
forth in Sir Walter's immortal bal-
lad. Those galloping stanzas were
clear enough in my head, and in my
pocket was a little map of the city;
so I proposed to make this essay in
topography without asking help of
any man. The motive of this resolve
was two-fold; partly it came from a
misgiving that the answers might not
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be always sufficiently intelligible to
my untrained ear ; and partly it came,
I fear, from a foolish pride (not un-
common, perhaps, among my country-
men) which urged me to assume
the airs of old acquaintance—an
assumption, as I have good reason to
know, which did not for one moment
impose on the smallest of the bare-
legged urchins who trotted so com-
placently about the muddy streets.
Burke has observed that “an ami-
cable conflict with difficulty obliges us
to an intimate acquaintance with our
object ”. To a man enveloped in the
wet folds of a macintosh and bur-
dened with an open umbrella, the
frequent study of a map entails a con-
flict with difficulty more considerable
than amicable ; it was perhaps just this
difference which deferred my acquaint-
ance with my object. At any rate it
was not till I had made some progress
in a directly contrary direction after
first debouching into the High Street,
and had stumbled into some half-dozen
superfluous closes and wynds by the
way, that I found myself triumphantly
marching down what remains of ¢the
sanctified bend of the Bow" into the
Grassmarket (so empty on that dismal
morning that I had little difficulty in
peopling it with shadowy crowds of sour
canting Whigs) and so out through the
‘West Port, and round the Castle back
again to my hotel in Prince’s Street.
There did not, I may here say, seem to
me anything so impossible in Dundee’s
interview with the Duke of Gordon as
has been sometimes assumed. An active
man, even in riding-boots, might make
his way up the north-western face of the
rock, and might have made it yet more
easily when, as seems probable they
did then, the walls came lower down
than they do now. At any rate the
fact of the interview rests on un-
impeachable authority, and it must
have taken place somewhere on the
side, northern or western, farthest
from the town ; possibly, as has been
urged, at the Wallace or 'Well-House
tower within the gardens, where are
gathered what remains of the original
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fortifications. But Dalrymple gives
very confidently a postern which,
though built up, was still to be seen in
his time.

My friend, like the lady who made
that unlucky appointment with Glas-
gerion, was more than true to his
promise. He not only met me to the
moment at the hour and place ap-
pointed, but gave me a most delicate
lunch at his club. As we sat at table
I recounted with some exultation my
morning ramble, to which my friend,
listening, as his manner is, courteously,
made answer that it was extremely
interesting, but that in point of fact
he had always understood that Dundee
rode out of the city by a directly
opposite road. As there happened to
be a copy of Mark Napier's voluminous
biography of the gallant Graham in
the library of that club, we were able
at any rate to refer to authority. My
friend was right, if Napier was. Dun-
dee is there reported to have led his
troopers down the High Street, through
the Nether Bow Port, about where
Knox’s house stands, then turning to
the left down the Leith Wynd, at the
back of Jeffrey Street, he gained the
Long-gate, the road on the farther
gide of the North Loch, which is now
called Prince’s Street, and so came to
the Castle on its north-western face.
Consequently he went no nearer to
the West Bow or the Grassmarket
than did Montrose before him (also, I
am sorry to say, according to Sir
Walter) when he walked from the
Tolbooth to be hanged in the High
Street. I might indeed have remem-
bered this, having read Napier’s book
not so very long ago. But I did not;
perhaps my head was too full of Sir
Walter’s romance to have room for
the hard facts of history, if facts
they were.

But why did Sir Walter do this
thing? In his diary for December

-22nd, 1825, when the clouds were

gathering thick around him though
the storm had not yet broken, he
notes: The air of Bonnie Dundee
running in my head to-day, I wrote a
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few verses to it before dinner, taking
the key-note from the story of Clavers
leaving the Scottish Convention of
Estates in 1688-9”: «“I wonder if
they are ”, he mnaively adds!
The air was an old Scottish one, and
among Burns’ songs will be found one
to it, of which the first stanza (the
second only being his work) has this
line,

Between Saint Johnston and Bonnie

Dundee.

Leaves from

But what was probably running in
Scott’s head was a not very delicate
song, apparently of English manufac-
ture, relating the disreputable adven-
tures of two Highlanders, Jockey the
Laird and Sawney the Man, in the town
of Dundee. The refrain of this song
runs almost on all fours with Sir
‘Walter's :

Come fill up my cup, come fill up my can,
Come saddle my horse and out my

man,
Come open the gates and let me go free,
For I'se gang no more to Bonniegﬁundee !

The sanctified bend of the Bow, the
Grassmarket and the West Port are,
then, all inventions of Sir Walter. He
took his story of the ride from Dal-
rymple, who only says that “ Dundee
left the house [the Parliament House
where the Convention was sitting] in a
rage, mounted his horse, and with a
troop of fifty horsemen who had de-
serted to him from his regiment in
England, galloped through the city”.
Balcarres, who had promised to ride
with his friend, is briefer still : ¢ 8o
‘he went straight away with about fifty
horses”. I do not know of any con-
temporary account of the incident,
except Balcarres’; but Napier seems
to have read a manuscript in the Advo-
cates’ Library, purporting to have been
written by some one in the Castle
during the siege who may have seen
Dundee coming with his troopers along
the Lang-gate.

‘We will not follow Scott’s amiable
friend (and fellow-antiquary) Mr.
Kirkpatrick Sharpe, who called him
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“ the greatest dunce and liar in anti-
quity I ever knew ” ; but it is certain
that he used to kick the ‘chuckie-
stanes”’ of history aside very freely
when they got in his way. B8till it
is not impossible that he may have
read some old narrative or known
some tradition which had been lost
before Napier wrote, or perhaps be-
come discredited by later information
or conjecture. In the case of Mont-
rose’s death this excuse will hardly
serve. There are several contem-
porary accounts of the scene which
must have been known in his time.
He seems to have relied upon Wis-
hart, who merely says that the
Marquis was brought from the prison
to the place of execution ; and as
the common place of execution was
then, as it was down to Scott’s own
day, the Grassmarket, the mistake is
at least intelligible. But in respect
of Dundee’s ride, unless we suppose
that Scott was using some old autho-
rity, whether of tradition or of more
substantial weight, we must take it
that he merely selected the most
picturesque route. The town in those
days stretched almost entirely on the
south side of the High Street, and it
was in the smaller streets and wynds
running down from that thoroughfare
to the Cowgate that the lower and
more turbulent part of the population
dwelt. Dundee’s lodgings were prob-
ably in the High Street, where most
of the aristocracy then lived ; and as
the city proper then ended at the
Nether Bow, the Canongate being with-
out the walls, the route down the
‘West Bow and through the Grass-
market would lead him through that
part of the town where the Cowls of
Kilmarnock, the Westland Whigs who
had been brought in by Hamilton to
hold the Jacobites in check, and among
whom a plot was, or was believed to
be, on foot to assassinate the man
they most feared and hated on earth,
were most likely to be gathered.

This wilful violation of historical
fact, or what is at least accepted for
such, may give occasion to the enemy
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to blaspheme. The apostles of the
modern canon that romance is the
mortal enemy of history (almost of
fiction too, one fancies they must think)
may exult to see the king of romance
thus condemned out of his own mouth.
But there are others who may think
it no great crime. Some one once
pictured Shakespeare as being re-
proached by some earnest shade for
the many bad lines he had written,
and as smiling and answering that it
was very true, but that what did it
matter? It is hard perhaps to go
quite so far as Mark Napier, who quotes
two stanzas of Scott’s ballad with the
comment that there is more of histori-
cal truth and accuracy in it than in
all the florid pages of Macaulay, and
then proceeds to lay bare its violation
of historical truth and accuracy. But
when the liberties Scott took with
history are held up for indignant re-
proof, we are very much tempted to
say it is very true, but what does it
matter? And these liberties, let it be
remembered,are always with the letter,
never with the spirit of history; with
the instinct of genius he seizes on the
essential characteristics of the indi-
vidual no less than of the age, and
reproduces them with such power and
reality as the superior knowledge of
later generations has never been able
to match. There still perhaps linger
among us a few whoiwould sooner
risk going wrong with Sir Walter
than right with——so as not to be
invidious, let me say would sooner
“err with Pope than shine with

Pya ".

OF PRINCIPLES AND PRACTICE.

Ir it be true that there is safety in
the multitude of counsellors, critics
should rarely in these days go amiss.
Hardly a month passes but our maga-
zines furnish us with some exposition
of the principles of criticism, framed
according to the writer’s taste or
fancy, and more or less directly
aimed against what he conceives
to be the shortcomings of its prac-
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tice. In America, where perhaps
the need of such persistent school-
ing is more acutely felt, they are espe-
cially zealous in this direction ; and
one at least of their professors, if

. he cannot convince, has apparently

the power to mightily irritate some
of his fellows on the English side.
Such of our weekly journals also
as are more particularly concerned
with intellectual things are no
less prolific in rebuke, advice and
exhortation. And these treatises are
collected into what is meant for the
more lasting form of a book with
at least sufficient frequency.
Nothing comes of it all, of course,
nor ever can come of it. It is easy
enough to say that criticism is no
mere matter of individual taste, but is
governed by fixed rules like any other
art or science with which men are
busy. But who shall frame these rules,
or who, when framed, shall ensure
their acceptance{ Cardinal Newman
would say that we had no need to go be-
yond Aristotle, “ the oracle of nature
and of truth” ; and it is certain that
on the broad principles of criticism the
man would not go far wrong who went
with Aristotle. But Aristotle died
more than two thousand years ago!
Each age, one of our own wise men
has warned us, must provide its
own literature, though he would not
have us depend solely on the pro-
vision; and if this be so, it will
follow that there must be a vast mass
of literature outside Aristotle’s juris-
diction, and for the proper judgment
of which his rules can be of little
service. It might seem also to follow
that each age must provide its own
criticism, and in a sense it does follow.
““The critic ”, it has been said, ‘‘ does
his work ; he recalls the old laws from
forgetfulness, he gives them fresh force
and currency by applying them to
the new occasions that his age pro-
vides; yet in doing this he but
treads in other men's steps, and
other men will in time tread in his.
The last word in criticism,—a phrase
8o much in vogue to-day—is never
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really spoken; men will always be
finding new ways of spelling and
pronouncing it. Literature, manners,
theology, politics, in all these matters

age will provide its own criticism,
because each age will find fresh occa-
sions for the application of the old
laws . This is true enough, but the
writer seems to take it for granted that
the laws applied will be the old laws.
The question is whether they will be
found always applicable to the new
material. How, for instance, would the
literatureof the present age—that liter-
ature which one of its most copious
maufacturers has asserted to stand
nearestof all that have come sinceto the
Elizabethan—how would that litera-
ture look to the eyes of one trained to
believe that beauty consists in mag-
nitude and order; that actions are
the proper objects of imitation and
that character should be shown only
through actions; that vicious or un-
seemly things can only be excused by
necessity,—a rule which it is most
agreeably surprising to find that a
French critic (to be sure, he lived
before these days) has endorsed by
the saying, ‘ Monstrosities have no
place in literature”. Our civil law
is based on the old Roman code
embodied in the Institutes of Jus-
tinian ; but the order of the world,
and the fabric of modern society
could not be preserved by the word of
the Institutes alone. The canons of
criticism formulated by the author of
the Treatise on Poetry are as broadly
sound now as when first applied to the
epics of Homer and the dramas of
Sophocles. They are fixed and immu-
table; but the value of their practi-
cal application for us must inevitably
depend on the fashion of the day,
and but the other day I read, in a
journal which is nothing if not critical,

. that the epic and the drama are dead !

Not quite dead perhaps, but sleeping
certainly, and likely to sleep till some
Fairy Prince with stouter sinews and
more high resolve shall come to wake
them. Kor example, Aristotle says that
pity and terror are the emotions which
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tragedy :should excite; we say, or
seem to say, di Again, he says
that the excellence of diction consists
in being perspicuous without being
mean; we say, or seem to say,
that to be perspicuous is to be mean.
Of course the real value of Aristotle’s
grecepts changes not with the shifting
ashions of the time, any more than
the real value of an author's work
changes with our shifting estimates
of it. One age may exalt a writer
to the clouds, the next may debase
him to the dust ; but his work remains
the same, yesterday, to-day, and for
ever. “The divine voice has spoken
once for all, and the only question is
about its meaning.” TUnfortunately
this is precisely the question which no
two people are agreed in answering.

Nothing comes of it all, for the
simple reason that no man now will
be persuaded to accept another for a
lawgiver, the momentthelaw runscoun-
ter to his own interests or inclinations,
He will yield to the strong arm of the
law, but not to the silver tongue. It
is the hour of democracy in literature
as in other things, when every man
is as good as his master and a great
deal better. There is no law to punish
a man for asserting that Victor Hugo
is as great as Alschylus or George
Eliot as great as Shakespeare, and
there will always be people willing
to profess allegiance to such doctrines.
The man who shakes his fist in the
face of the world's opinion, or lays
himself out to exalt the less at the ex-
pense of the greater, will never lack
his following.

But though it is idle to expect that
there will ever be framed a canon of
criticism that will command universal
acceptance, it by no means follows that
every attempt to frame one or to en-
sure its acceptance need be equally idle.
The iteration of truth should never be
damnable. “To try and approach truth
on one side after another, not to strive
or cry, nor to persist in pressing for-
ward, on any one side, with violence
and self-will—it is only thus, it seems
to me, that mortals may hope to gain
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any vision of the mysterious goddess,
whom we shall never see except in
outline, but only thus even in outline.
He who will do nothing but fight im-
petuously towards her on his own, one,
favourite, particular line, is inevitably
destined to run his head into the folds
of the black robe in which she is
wrapped.” He was a good critic who
wrote those words, and would have
been even a better one had he re-
membered them more often. Many
attempts to settle the science of
criticism on some ent foot-
ing have been petulant and foolish,
but not all. Two such have been
lately made which, each in its degree,
contain matter worth considering ;
and, though neither can be accepted
a8 conclusive, even in its degree, are
certainly not foolish or petulant.
One is an article in the Nineteenth
Century Review by Professor Knight,
called “ Criticism as a Trade’”; the
other is a little volume called ¢ Prin-
ciple in Art, &c.”, selected by Mr.
Coventry Patmore out of some papers
contributed by him to ome of our
evening journals which has been al-
ways ready to admit good things into
its columns. The practice of collecting
what our fathers used to call fugitive
pieces is commonly more observed
than honoured, but were these collec-
tions often so good as Mr. Patmore's
there would be little need to decry it.

Both writers complain of the cri-
ticism of the present day, and both
practically find the same ground of
complaint. Mr. Knight, as his title
suggests, is more direct in his charges
than the other, ad himself
more particularly to the professional
reviewer,—or rather to the general
oracle of the daily press, for his com-
plaints are not confined solely to the
treatment of books ; and Mr. Patmore
also looses a passing shaft at the same
quarter when he talks of *“a class of
critics who have the power to give
notoriety, if they cannot give fame”;
but both are at one in drawing a large
bow against the spirit of the age as
manifested in the tendency and limita-

tions of its ssthetic criticisms. I would
here venture, with all submission,to de-
precate Mr. Patmore's antipathy to the
term cesthetic. Surely the word itself
is not so much to blame as the cur-
rent application of it. The Greek word
originally signified perception by means
of the senses, of feeling especially,
but also of seeing, hearing, and even
of smelling ; but latterly it came to
include the operation of the intellec-
tual senses, the capacity for perceiving,
understanding, and judging. It is true
that the Germans, when they took
up the idea in the last century, over-
laid it, after their custom, with all
manner of transcendental foolishness,
and what we have pushed, it to is
matter of common notoriety. But the
proper significance of the word is,
I venture to maintain, an intel-
ligible and a sound one. Both these
gentlemen, then, find criticism sick of
the same disease, though both do not
give the disease the same name. Mr.
Knight finds our criticism wanting
in “ thoroughness, fairness, and light,”
—three very sufficient wants, it must
be allowed ; and he attributes these
deficiencies to the irreverence which he
finds rampant in every class of society,
and even believes to be rooted in the
national character. Mr. Patmore finds
it wanting in virility and principle,—
a want he conceives implied in the
aforesaid name of wsthetics with which
it delightsto adorn itself. “ Themanikin
type of genius” is all thefashion now, he
says. ‘“Craziness alone passes at present
for a strong presumption of genius, and
where genius is really found in company
therewith is at once pronounced
‘supreme.” This is partly because
most people can see that craziness has
something abnormal about it, and are
ready therefore to identify it with
genius, of which most persons only
know that it also is ‘abnormal’; and
partly because the manikin mind is al-
ways red republican, and ardent in its
hatred of kings, priests, ¢ conventions,’
the ‘monopoly’ of property and of
women, and all other hindrances put in
the way of virtue, liberty, and happi-
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ness, by the wicked ¢ civilizer.’” Mr.
Knight strikes the same string when he
says that the spirit of irreverence shows
itself ““ in almost puerile denunciations
of the past, in the spirit of iconoclasm
and the demand for drastic reforms of
every kind—in short in the miscella-
neous self-assertion of the period.”

Both these gentlemen undoubtedly
speak much truth; unfortunately
neither is ready with a remedy, with
a remedy at least for practical
application. Mr. Knight does indeed
suggest that our criticism would be
vastly improved did our critics give
themselves the trouble to read and
digest before passing judgment. No
one will gainsay him; but every-
one who has the least experience of
the circumstances in which the oracle
of the daily press is expected to speak
will hasten to assure him that his
remedy is simply impossible. Mr. Pat-
more tells us that the proper business
of the critic ‘‘is not the expression,
however picturesque and glowing, of
the faith that is in him, but the render-
ing of sound and intelligible reasons
for that faith.” But if the faith be
wrong, of what avail are the reasons,
be they ever so intelligible} Nay, the
more clearly they are expressed will
they not be likely to work the deeper
mischief§ However, he does not leave
us quite in the dark as to our choice
of a faith. “There already exists, in
the writings and sayings of Aristotle,
Hegel, Lessing, Goethe, and others,
the greater part of the materials neces-
sary for the formation of a body of
institutes of art which would super-
sede and extinguish nearly all the
desultory chatter which now passes for
criticism, and which would go far
to form a true and abiding popular
taste—one which could render sane
reasons for its likings and dislikings.”
But his modesty constrains him to
add that the Justinian for this great
work does not exist, or is at any rate
unknown.

Every rule we know is proved by its
exception, and nothing, moreover, is
more unfair (thoughfew things aremore
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amusing) than to try a critic in his own
court. Otherwise Mr. Patmore might
be reminded that judged by his own
standard he could more than once be
proved guilty out of this very volume.
For example, he roundly asserts Keats’s
“La Belle Dame Sans Merci” to be
« probably the very finest lyric in the
English language”, without assigning
any reason for his judgment, with
which some good eritics, Mr. Matthew
Arnold and Mr. Palgrave among
the number, do as roundly dis-
agree. Again, he tells us that the
power of Rossetti (whom in general
he criticises with great acuteness
and accuracy) is chiefly shown in his
ballad poetry, in such pieces as “ Rose
Mary”, “Sister Helen”, and ‘The
King’s Tragedy ”. This is doubtless
true ; but then he goes on, “ Had these
been found in Percy’s‘Relics’ they would
have constituted the chief ornament of
that collection. As it is, it is impossible
not to feel that they are more or less
anachronisms, both in spirit and in
form.” Anachronisms indeed they are,
for they essay to revive a form of poetry
of which the informing spirit has
long been dead and buried with the
times and the men who gave it birth,
and of which, even were it capable
of revival, Rossetti was the last man
to revive. Walter Scott could indeed
do it by snatches, but he was far too
wise a soul and too genuine a poet to
attempt to do more. But Rossetti's
ballads had been as patent ana-
chronisms a century ago as they are
now. The first readers of the Relics
were not so conversant with that old
poetryastheir descendants have grown,
but even they would never have taken
“The King’s Tragedy "or “RoseMary ”
or “The White Ship” for natives of
the soil which Bishop Percy gleaned.
It would be impossible for even a
school-girl not to feel that such a
verse a8 this—

O my heart, what road shall we roam

Till my wedding-music fetch me home ?
For love’s shut tsrom us and bides afar,
And scorn leans over the bitter bar

And knows us now for the thing we are—
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is not native to the age which pro-
duced—

But had I wist before I kist
That love had been sae ill to win,
1 had lockt my heart in a case of gowd,
And pinned it with a siller pin.
Or, to take a passage in which Rossetti
seems to have had the old Scottish
version of the Battle of Otterbourne
in his mind, compare—
Four years it is since first I met,
*Twixt the Duchray and the Dhu,
A almse whose feet clung close in a shroud,
And that shape for thee I knew—
with—
But I have dreamed a dreary dream
Beyond the Isle of Sky :

I saw a dead man win a fight,
And I think that man was I.

Take again “ The White Ship”, and
set this passage—

With &?yers as vain and curses as vain
The White Ship sundered on the mid-
main :

And what were men and what was a-ship
Were toys and splinters in the sea’s grip—
beside this—
Half o'er, half o’er to Aberdour,

The sea runs fifty fathoms deep ;

And there lies good Sir Patrick Spens
With the Scots lords at his feet.

These comparisons might be multi-
plied to infinity; and indeed it is curious
tofind Mr. Patmoreapparently unaware
that Rossetti’s ballads are essentially
false to their own pattern,for he quotes
as applicable to the bulk of Rossetti's
poetry (and indeed a better criticism
of it could not be made) a comment
of Mr. William Rossetti's on the bouts-
rimés his brother used to amuse
himself with making : ¢ Some of them
have & faux air of intensity of mean-
ing, as well as of expression ; but their
real core of significance is small.”

The fact surely is that there are cer-
tain forms of beauty for the apprecia-
tion of which it is not always possible
—perhaps we may say it is always
impossible—to give sound and intel-
ligible reasons; they can only be
spiritually discerned. The delight we
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worth won from Nature.
The sounding cataract
Haunted me like a passion : the tall rock,
The mountain, and the deep and gloomy
wood,
Their colours and their forms were then
to me
An appetite.
‘What cold standard of criticism
could exactly gauge the charm of
such verse as,

Violets dim,
But sweeter than the lids of Juno’s eyes
Or Citherea’s breath 7
or as,

— magic casements opening on the
foam
Of perilous seas in fairy lands forlorn %

For this reason among others it
seems hopeless to expect that a
general canon of criticism, which
shall be universally applicable and
universally accepted, will ever be
framed, Perhaps this is no great loss.
A critic who proposed to judge solely
by established usage would hardly
make a very safe or a very intelligent
guide. It is indeed perfectly true to
say, as Mr. Patmore says, that “to
criticise is to judge; to judge re-
quires judicial qualifications ; and this
is quite a different thing from a
natural sensitiveness to beauty, how-
ever much that sensitiveness may
have become heightened by converse
with refined and beautiful objects
of nature and works of art.” But
surely it is no less true that a natural
sensitiveness to beauty, when so
educated, will often lead its possessor
to a correcter judgment than all the
rules of Greece and Germany. He
may not be able to express his sen-
sations with the precision and clear-
ness of a trained critic, though if his
converse with good works of art
has included good literature, he need
be at no loss even for that: to read
good books will not enable a man
to write them ; but it should enable
him to find words for the thoughts
within him, intelligible, adequate.
and such as ¢ a man of God's making ”
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may be content to speak. “You
cannot make a man that was none to
be an angler by a book ”, wrote old
Walton. Will all the writers in the
world from Aristotle to Goethe teach
a man to distinguish between good
art and bad who is congenitally in-
capable of the distinction? Mr.
Patmore might say that he of course
supposes the existence of this natural
capacity ; but the general tenor of his
complaint seems rather to be that too
much is granted to the innate sense
for beauty, and too little to the
judicial training needed to give right
expression to that sense. Each un-
doubtedly is necessary to the other;
but the training without the sense is
at least as likely to go wrong as the
sense without the training.

The root of the matter lies in
that one little word beauty, and
for the understanding heart no one
has ever defined this better than
Keats with his “Beauty is truth,’
truth beauty”. Every form of art
which is genuine and sincere, which
is true to itself, its purpose, and its
circumstances, has its own beauty.
There is one glory of the sun and
another glory of the moon, and the two
must not be, as they too often are, con-
founded ; but each is in its own sphere
glorious and beautiful. What is not
beautiful, nor ever can be so to dis-
cerning eyes,however greatly it mayim-
pose on the untrained sensitive nature,
or however much it may be exalted
by those interested to serve the fashion
of the hour, is false art ; art which is
not based on sincerity, and which is
thergfore unreal, unmanly, unwhole-
some. Such art will always flourish
with peculiar luxuriance in periods of
national excitement. ¢ Whenever a
nation ”, it has been truly said, ¢ first
feels the stir of a new life, whether in
religion or politics, art or literature,
certain follies and - extravagancies
will inevitably go along with, and
for a time impede the movement.
But if there be any real vitality
in it, these parasites will soon decay
and drop off, and then, freed from
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these retarding influences, the true
growth will spread and ripen, and
its power will be felt and understood .
A mind naturally sensitive to the
beautiful—which, as Matthew Arnold,
following Keats, has reminded us,
is only truth seen from another side
—and educated by free communion
with it should never need a code of
laws to help separate the parasite
from the true growth. Of this false
art there is indeed too much about us,
and it finds too much acceptance ; and
Mr. Knight and Mr. Patmore are both
right in ascribing it, the one toa want
of manliness, the other to a want of
reverence in the age. And these two
deficiencies are as conspicuous in our
political no less than in our intellectual
condition. Thespirit which insists on
admiring Shelley for the base and
unmanly side of his character—his
rare and pure nature they call it l—
is at bottom the same spirit which
inspires that ignoble herd of adven-
turers who are doing their best to
make their country ridiculous and all
government impossible. It is an evil
spirit, insincere, selfish, and cowardly ;
the bastard revolutionary spirit of the
time, which lovesthe darknessand hates
the light as do all unclean things. If
this spirit had its way, it would indeed
““ make a sop of all this solid globe .

Force should beright ; or rather, right and

wron
Betweeg’whose endless jar justice resides,
Should lose their names, and so should
Tﬂlmwert;:hmg includes itself i

en ev includes itself in power,
Power into will, will into appetitel,?o ’
And appetite, an universal wolf,
So doubly seconded with will and power,
Must make perforce an universal prey,
And last eat up himself.
But it is the supreme fortune of art to
be in great measure exempt from the
common lot of mortal things. The

t moral, social, and political fabric

which our fathers have builded may
be doomed to perish. It may be
written in the book of fate

That this most famous stream in bogs and
sands
Should perish.
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But the great literature of the past,
the great art of the past will still
remain,—unless, indeed, the univer-
sal wolf should in his zeal (as
the young Sixth Edward did with
the Oxford libraries) consider this
also a part of the faith of the old
dispensation that must go to en-
sure the acceptance of the new;
and before that time we must hope,
as is indeed probable, that he will
have eaten up himself. Bad books
will indeed continue to be written in
the future, as they have been in the
past, and bad pictures to be painted,
but they cannot mar the glory of the
good cnes. They will have their day,
but the day of the others is for ever.
As the idol of this new revolution
wrote, working in his better part, that
which was really true and immortal in
him, which they would ignore and
obscure :

The one remains, the many change and
Heaven’s l.ight for ever ahy;'nes, iaxt.h’spau’
shadows fly.

Both Mr. Knight and Mr. Patmore
expect perhaps rather more from criti-
cism than it can now give them. It
i8 not the power it once was, nor ever
again will be. The condition of criti-
cism might not inaptly be compared
to the condition of politics; in
both the extension of the franchise
is working to its inevitable end, and
criticism like politics has become a
mere question of party. Disinterested,
free and honest, merging the indi-
vidual in the state, neither is ever
again likely to be, save perhaps at
those moments of panic when, as
Thucydides sagely observed, the people
are always ready enough to obey
orders. I do not say that there may
not be very good critics again, as there
have been ; I will not say that there
may not be some very good critics
somewhere even now. But never
again will the critic, be he wise as
Aristotle and eloquent as Plato, com-
mand the hearing he could once com-
mand, or hold the keys of life and
death in his hand as he was once
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believed to hold them. Many people
no doubt take their culture from the
reviews, just as many people take
their politics from the summaries in
the morning papers; but the purpose
of both is the same. They read not
with the hope of being guided to a
correct judgment either in literature
or politics, but in order to get, at the
least possible expemse of time and
trouble, an idea of what is going for-
ward sufficient at least to pass muster
in the clubs and at the dinner-tables.
And having regard to the general
condition both of politics and litera-
ture it is hard to deny these readers
at least the merit of being wise in
their generation. Yet it is not neces-
sary to suppose that Aristotle, Lessing,
Goethe, and Coleridge, are forgotten,
because there are critics whom, to
borrow Johnson’s words, nature has
made weak and idleness keeps ignor-
ant. They are read still, and their
teaching still finds acceptance. Uni-
versal acceptance it cannot be ex-
pected to find, for a large, if not the
largest part of mankind will always
prefer the false to the true. Change
is the universal law of our being ; it
is an inevitable part of that great
struggle for existence to which we are
now bidden to believe we owe this fair
world and all that is in it ; and it is
easier far to change from right to
wrong, than from wrong to right.
But this fact is not so discomforting
as it may at the first glance seem ; for
8o long as no teaching can hope to
meet with universal acceptance, so long
will the good at least have its chance
with the bad.

And so after all the state of criticism
is perhaps matter for no very great
lamentation. There is an abundance
of bad criticism written, no doubt,
but Mr. Patmore has proved that
some good at least is also written.
If the “ pseudo-criticism which delights
by sympathy with, and perbaps ex-
pansion of our own sensations”
be at fault, the fault must lie be
with our sensations, and we must
better them. Is it not the truth
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* with most of us that criticism seems

to us good only when it tallies with
our own opinions? And for the
hasty, unfair, and interested criticism
against which Mr. Knight has taken
up his parable, it does no real harm.
It imposes upon mnobody capable of
judging for himself, and it is not
among the others, though they be the
majority, that the real arbiters of
destiny are found. Time settles all
disputes, and neither flattery nor de-
traction affects his award. Men, it
is true, will go on disputing to the
end of Time, but they will not shake
his verdict. At its best this sort of
criticism serves only, for those who
care to read it, as an agreeable inter-
lude to the monotonous record of the
daily paper which forms their staple
literature. At its worst it can do
no more than annoy, and life without
its annoyances would be as insupport-

able as a perpetual feast of partridges.
Perhaps it may also serve to sell an
edition or two of a worthless book,
while the good ones lie on the counter
for a day or two longer ; but these are
freaks of fortune incidental to the
human lot at all times and in all
circumstances, and add but another

ph to the sermon written on
the old text, *“ Vanity of vanities, all
is vanity”. “Many kings have sat
down upon the ground ; and one that
was never thought of hath worn the
crown”. This need surely stir us to
no noble rage. Indeed, as most of us
who write books write very bad ones,
we should be thankful for the chance
of tasting the sweets of popularity if
not for so long a period as Catullus
hoped for his book, at least for that
shorter time which Mr. Swinburne
has graciously assigned to the holy
spirit of man.
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KIRSTEEN.

THE STORY OF A SCOTCH FAMILY, SEVENTY YEARS AGO.

CHAPTER XIV.

Mags. Doueras retired to her room
after dinner in a very tearful mood. She
had made a great effort and she had
not been successful, and all her hopes
which had been gradually built up
into a palace of delight came tumbling
down about her ears. The only com-
fort she could feel now was in the
source of her chief troubles. ¢ Ye
may say what you like to me,” she cried
as Kirsteen helped her to take off her
cap and arrange herself comfortably
upon her bed, “but your father will
never put up with it. It would have
been more natural in ye, Kirsteen, if
ye bad yielded to your mother, for well
I wot ye’ll bave to yield to him,
whether ye like it or no.”

* Oh, mother, I think ye might un-
derstand,”’ Kirsteen said.

“Understand | it's easy enough to
understand. Ye've got a silly notion
in your head that ye cannot mairry an
old man. Better than you have done
it before ye, and it would be a bless-
ing to all your family, and maybe help
me to live to see some of my boys
come back. But na, ye will never
think of that, of nothing but your
own pleasure. And you'll see what
your father will say to you,” said Mrs,

Douglas, with a vindictive satisfaction,
while Kirsteen drew the coverlet over

No. 362.—voL. Lx1.

her and arranged the pillow for her
head.
“ Are ye comfortable, mother §”
» “Oh, ay, as much as I can be, so
little considered as I am. Ye need
not wait. Put my stick within my
reach, I'll chap upon the floor if I
want ye, or ye can send Mary if it's
too much trouble,” the angry mother
said. She had been very tender up to
this point, very anxious to show how
entirely it was for everybody's advan-
tage that this step should be taken.
But to spend your strength thus upon
an unconvinced and unyielding child
is hard to bear, and Mrs. Douglas’s
disappointment had turned to wrath.
¢ Oh, mother,” Kirsteen said with an-
guish, but the remonstrance met with
no reply except a fretful « Go away!”
She went down stairs very slowly and
reluctantly to the parlour where Mary
sat at the household mending, in all
the placid superiority of one who is at
peace with the world. She had re-
jected no one’s advice.. She had not
crossed her father or her mother, or dis-
appointed her family. When Kirsteen
sat down and took her work, Mary
looked at her, and gave utterance to a
faint ¢ tshish, tshish’ of mild anim-
adversion, but for some time nothing
was said. When the silence was broken
it was by a question from Mary, *“ Ye'll
not be expecting Glendochart to-day?”
(e}
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“ Me expecting him? I never ex-
pected him ! He just came of his own
will,” Kirsteen cried, moved in her
anger and wretchedness to a few hasty
tears.

“Well, well, I'm saying nothmg ;
but I suppose he's not, expected, if
that's the right way.”

“I know mnothing about it,” said
Kirsteen : which indeed was not quite
true.

“It was just to tell Marg'ret she
need take no extra trouble about the
scones. It's been a great expense a
visitor like that, especially when it
comes to nothing : often to his dinner,
and still oftener to his tea. And al-
ways new scones to be made, and jam
on the table, and the boys partaking
freely : for how could I tell Jock and
Jamie before a stranger, ‘It's no
for you.” And all to come to noth-
ing!” said Mary, holding up her
hands.

“ What could it have come to $” cried
Kirsteen. “I think I will be just
driven out of my senses between my
mother and you.”

¢ Poor mother,” said Mary. ‘She
had just set her heart upon it. It would
have been a grand change to her to
go and visit ye. It would have done
her health good, but there are some
that never think on such things. I
just wish it had been me that had got
the chance.”

“ And so do I, with all my heart,”
cried Kirsteen, with a hot and angry
blush. She felt however that there
was something like a dishonesty, an
irritating attempt to despoil her of
something belonging to her in Mary’s
wish.

“I would have put myself in the
background,” said Mary. “I would
not have thought whether I liked it
or not. I would just have taken the
man however old he had been. I
would have said, it will be fine for my
mother and a good thing for Kirsteen
and all the bairns ; and I would just
have taken him and never said a
word.
“That would have been pleasant for

Koirsteen.

him—that you should take him for the
sake of the family.”

“He would have been nome the
wiser,” said Mary composedly. “ There
would have been no necessity to tell
him. And he would never have found
it out. They say men are very vain ;
they just think ye are in love with
them whether ye are or not. And I
would bhave managed Glendochart fine.
But it was not me that had the
chance.”

Kirsteen cast a gleam of mingled
indignation and contempt at her sister,
who went on diligently with her mend-
ing while she gave vent to these senti-
ments. Mary was fitting on a patch
upon one of the boys’ undergarments,

“carefully laying it by the thread. Her

mending was famed in the family ; no-
body made repairs so neatly. She
spoke very softly, never lifting her
eyes from the work, which indeed re-
quired all her attention. And there
is a special power, especially for irrita-
tion, in the words of wisdom that are
thus addressed to one without any
lifting of the eyes.

“But that's just the way of the
world,” Mary said with a sigh. “The
one that would do it, that would not
think of herself, but just doit, is never
the one that has it in her power. I've
seen the same thing many a time.
The wilful one that will please herself,
it is her that folk seek—"

Kirsteen's heart swelled high with
mortification and in. If there
was anything that she had desired in
her visionary moods it had been to
sacrifice herself, to do some great thing
for her motber, to be the saving of
little Jeanie. She had made many a
plan how to do this, how to perform
prodigies for them, to deliver them
from dangers. In her dreams she had
saved both from fire and flood, from
the burning house which fancy
sacrificed lightly to give her the
chance of a piece of heroism, or from
the roaring stream when it ran to its
highest, cutting off Drumecarro, which
was a thing that had happened once.
And now the smooth and smiling Mary,
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who would have thought of nobody in
such a strait but herself, could reproach
Kirsteen | And it was a true reproach.
Here was the way, with no need to
set the house on fire, or flood the
country : here was a deliverance to be
accomplished, that was within her
power, that she could do 8o easily with
no trouble to any one save to him who
was far away, who perhaps would
never hear of it, who might have
changed his mind and forgotten Kir-
steen long before he heard of it.
All the best part of her seemed to
rise against Kirsteen, demanding of
her this sacrifice. Oh, it was so
easy to do it in your head, to make
a sacrifice of everything when nothing
was wanted | —but when the time
came—

And as if this was not enough,
little Jeanie came running after Kir-
steen when the poor girl escaped and
wandered out again towards the linn
in hope of a little soothing from
Nature—Jeanie stole her hand into
Kirsteen's and rubbed her golden
locks against her sister’s sleeve,
“ When ye go to Glendochart take
me with you,” said Jeanie. *“Oh, I
would like to live in a grand house. 1
would like a powney to ride, and to
play upon the barpsichord as my
mother did when she was young.
They say ye'll be very rich, Kirsteen,
when you go with Glendochart.”

“But I will never go with Glen-
dochart | ”” Kirsteen cried.

“QOh, will yo no? And why will
ye mno, Kirsteen? Will ye send
him away i Ob, you could never
be s0 cruel as to do that! Will
he come here no more${—and every-
thing be just as it used to be? Oh,
Kirsteen | ” cried Jeanie, “ I wish you
would marry Glendochart!|—I would
if it was me. He is the kindest man
in the whole world. He speaks to me
as if he was—No, fathers are not kind
like that. I like him, Kirsteen, I am
awfu’ fond of him ; and so is Jock and
Jamie—Oh, I wish ye would change
your mind |”

“ But, Jeanie, ye would not wish

83

me to be meeserable,” cried poor Kir-
steen.

“ No,” said Jeanie—but she added
with youthful philosophy,*youwouldna
be meeserable when me and the rest
were 80 happy. And it is us that will
be meeserable if you send him away
that has been so good to us all. And
how would ye like that $”

Jeanie’s small voice became al-
most stern as she asked the question,
“ How would ye like that?—to make
all the rest meeserable—when the
alternative was nothing more than
being meeserable yourself 1’ Kirsteen
had nothing to say against that logic.
She told Jeanie to run to a certain
drawer where she would find some
oranges and share them with the boys.
They were Glendochart’s oranges like
everything pleasant in the house.
And he was the kindest man in the
world. And he would be miserable
too as well as her mother and Jeanie
and the laddies. Oh, poor Kirsteen,
with all her best feelings turning
traitors to her! would it not be far
easier to consent and make them all
hqf)py, and just be miserable her-
self ¢

But she was not to be left free even
now. Before she had got to the side
of the linn, to be deafened with the
roar and drenched with the spray,
which were the only things she could
think of in which any solace was,
Marg'ret coming round the back of
the house interrupted her on her way.
“ Where are ye going, down by the
linn to get your death of cold and
maybe an accident into the bargaint
You have nothing upon your head,
and no gloves on your arms, and
the grass is drookit. No, my bonny
lamb, ye must not go there.”

¢ Let me be, Marg'ret. What do I
care | IfIgetmy death it will be all
the better ; but I'll no get my death.”

« Lord, save us, to hear her speak!
Ye'll no get your death,—it's just a
figure of speech ; but ye may get the
cauld or a sair throat, or something
that will settle on your chest, and
that's as bad. 'What for would ye go
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and tempt Providence? Come intomy
bonny kitchen that is all redd up and
like a new pin, and get a good warm.”

“ Neither warm nor cold is of any
consequence to me,” said Kirsteen,
«“if folk would just leave me alone.”

“ What's the maitter with my bonny
doo? Many a time you've come to
Marg'ret with your trouble and we've
found a way out of it.”

“T see no way out of it,” said Kir-
steen. She had reached that point of
young despair when comfort or conso-
lation is an additional aggravation of
the evil. She preferred to be told that
everything was over, and that there
was no hope.

“Ye may tell me a’ the same,” said
Marg'ret, putting her arm round her
nursling, and drawing her close. ¢ It’s
about auld Glendochart, that’s plain
for all the world to see.”

“You call him auld Glendoghart,”
cried Kirsteen.

“ Weel, and what would I call him §
He’s auld compared to the like of you.
He’s no blate to come here with his
grey pow and choose the best of the
tlock. But dinna break your heart for
that, Kirsteen. Ye must say to him
that ye canna have him. He will
take a telling. A man of that age he
kens most things in this world. He
will just mount his horse again, and
ride away.”

“It's easy speaking,”” cried Kir-
steen, ‘but it’s me that dare not say
a word. For my father is just red-
weed, and will have it, Marg’ret.
And my mother, she wants it too.
And all of them they are upon me
because 1 cannot consent : for oh, I
cannot consent | —whatever folk may
think or say, it's just this, that I
cannot do it. I would sooner die.”

“There is nobody that will force
you,” said Marg’ret. “Dinna lose
heart, my bonny bairn. The laird
himself is very fierce sometimes, but
his bark is worse than his bite. Na,
na, ye must just keep up your heart.
Glendochart will soon see, he will let
nobody force ye. Things like that
never come to pass noo They’re just
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a relic of the auld times. Maybe the
auld Douglases that we hear so much
about, that had the rights of fire and
sword, and dark towers and dungeons
to shut ye up in, might have done it.
But where would he shut ye up here $
There's no a lock to any room door in
this house ! ” Marg'ret’s laugh had a
cheerful sound in the air, it broke the
spell.  “Your father may want to
frighten you, and bring ye to his will
—but he will do nae mair ; and as for
the mistress, she will reproach ye for a
day and then it'll be a’ done.”
Kirsteen was obliged to confess that
there was something in this. Her
mother had been in despair for twenty-
four hours, and “just her ordinary ”
the day after on many previous occa-
sions. It might all “ blow over” as
Marg'ret said, especially if Glendochart
should see with his own eyes how little
disposed was the bride whom the
family were so anxious to put into his

arms. No doubt his feelings would be
hurt, which was a thing Kirsteen did
not like to think of. But somebody

must suffer it was clear, and if so, per-
haps it was better that it should be
Glendochart who was an old man, and
no doubt used to it, and who was also
a rich man, and could go away and
divert himself as Marg’ret suggested.

Marg'ret was of opinion that though
it might. hurt his feelings it was not
likely at his age that it would break
his heart. For hearts are more fragile
at twenty than at sixty—at least in
that way.

CHAPTER XV.

Magc’rET had said with truth that
the troubles of her young favourite
had often been smoothed away after
a consultation with herself. The best
of us have our weak points, and the
excellent Marg'ret was perhaps a little
vain of the faculty of ‘seeing a way
out of it”’, which she believed herself
to possess. She had seen a way out
of it in many family tribulations which
had a way of appearing less desperate
when she took them in hand. And
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her last grand success in respect to the
ball at the Castle had no doubt added
to her confidence in herself. But after
having turned it over in her mind for
the best part of the night Marg’ret
found that even her courage did not
sustain her when she thought of con-
fronting Drumcarro and requiring of
him that he should give up the marriage
on which he had evidently set his
heart. Marg'ret was conscious that
she was herself partly to blame: had
she not set before him in the famous
argument about the ball the fact that
in no other way was there any likeli-
hood of finding “ a man” for either of
his daughters? Alas, the man had
been but too easy to find, and how was
she to confront him now and bid him
let go his prize} Marg’ret’s heart
sank, though it was not given to sink-
ing. B8he lay awake half the night
turning it over and over in her mind,
first representing to herself under
every light the possible argument
with Drumcarro and what he would
say, and what she would say. She
heard herself remonstrating, * Sir, ye
canna force your ain bairn, to make
her meeserable”, and the response,
“What the deevil have you to do
with it, if I make her meeserable
or nof” She had been dans son
droit when she had interfered about
the muslin gowns and the ball,
and the mnecessity of letting the
young ladies be seen in the world—
but who was she to meddle with a
marriage when everybody was pleased
but just the poor lassie herself ¥ A
poor lassie will change her mind
as Marg'ret knew, and will sometimes
be very thankful to those who opposed
her foolish youth, and made her do what
turned out to be so good for her.
There was nothing so little to be cal-
culated upon, as the sentiments of a
girl whose position would be unspeak-
ably improved by marriage, and whose
gilly bits of feeling might change at
any moment. It is true that Kirsteen
was not silly but full of sense far
beyond her years. But even she might
change her mind, and who could doubt

that Drumcarro’s daughter would be
far better off as Glendochart’s wifet
All this “dautoned” Marg'ret as
she would herself have said. She
began even to glide away from her
conviction that the master must be
wrong. This is a fine working senti-
ment,and helps to surmount many diffi-
culties, but when & reasonable soul is
smitten by hesitation and feels that it
is possible for even a habitual wrong-
doer to be for once in the right, it
takes the strength out of all effort.
Finding herself less and less likely to
be able with any comfort to object,
Marg'ret began instinctively to turn
to the other side of the question ; and
she found there was a great deal to be
said on that other side. Glendochart
was old—but after all he was not so
dreadfully old, not in the stage of
extreme age, as Kirsteen snpposed
He was a ‘personable man”, He
would give his young wife everythm
that heart of woman (in Argyllshire)
could desire. She would have a car-
riage to drive about in and a saddle-
horse to ride. She would get a spinet,
or a harpsichord, or the new-fangled
thing that was called a piany to play
upon if she pleased ; and as many
books as she could set her face to ; and
maybe a sight of London and the
King's court, ‘“decent man! if he
were but weel again”, said Marg'ret
to herself, for the name of the Prince
Regent was not in good odour. All
this would be Kirsteen’s if she could
but just get over that feeling about
the old man. And after all Marg’ret
went on, reasoning herself into a more
and more perfect adoption of the only
practicable side, he was not such an
old man. Two or three years younger
than Drumcarro—and Drumcarro had
life enough in him, just a very born
devil as fierce a8 ever he was. They
would be bold that would call the
Laird an old man, and Glendochart
was three at least, maybe five years
younger. Not an old man at all—
just a little over his prime ; and a
well-made personable man, doing
everything that the youngest did,
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riding every day and out stalking on
the hills in the season, and hurling, as
Kirsteen herself had allowed, with the
best. 'When everything was done and
said what should hinder her to take
Glendochart? He was a far finer
gentleman than anybody that Kirsteen
was likely to meet with. He wasa good
man, everybody said. He was what
you might call a near kinsman of
the Duke’s, not more than four or five
times removed. She would be in the
best of company at Glendochart,
invited out to dinner, and to all the
diversions that were going. What
could a lassie want more? Marg'ret
woke in the morning in a great hurry,
having overslept herself after a wake-
ful night, with the same conviction in
her mind which was so strongly im-
pressed upon all the others. It was
just for everybody’s advantage that
Kirsteen should marry Glendochart,
and for her own most of all.

Kirsteen herself had been much
calmed and invigorated by her consul-
tation with Marg'ret. That authority
had made so little of the obstacles and
the dangers, as if it would be the
easiest thing in the world to shake off
Glendochart, and convince Drumcarro
that nothing could be done. For the
moment Kirsteen’s heart rose. She
was accustomed to put great trust in
Marg'ret, to see her cheerful assur-
ances more or less justified. ~Many
a storm had blown over which had
filled the girl with terror, but which
Marg'ret had undertaken should come
to nothing. And if that was what
Marg'ret thought now, all might be
well. That day Kirsteen bore herself
with great courage, getting back her
colour, and singing about the house as
was her wont, though it was only by
a great effort that she dismissed the
foreboding from her heart. And this
brave front she kept up heroically
during the greater part of the week of
Glendochart’s absence, finding her best
help in silence and a determined avoid-
ance of the subject—but the courage
oozed out at her finger tips as the days
stole away. They seemed to go like
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conspirators one by one bringing her
near the dreadful moment which she
could not avoid. It had been on
Thursday that her father had spoken
to her, and now the week had gone
all but a day. Kirsteen had just real-
ized this with a sick fluttering at her
heart, as she stood at the door watch-
ing the ruddy colours of the sunset die
out of the heavens. Something of the
feeling of the condemned who watches
his last sun setting had come into her
mind in spite of herself: what might
have happened to her before to-
morrow? Would her father’s curse
be on her, or the still heavier malison
of a creature mansworn, false to her
dearest vow }

While she was thus musing, all her
fictitious courage forsaking her, she
felt herself suddenly and roughly
caught by the arm from behind.
“Well,” said her father, ‘“are ye
thinking what'll ye say to your joe?
He's to be here to-morrow to his
dinner, and he'll expect to find all
settled. Have ye fixed with your
mother about the day?”

“ Father,” cried Kirsteen in a wild
sudden panic, “you know what I
said to ye. There’s no day to be
settled. I will tell him I cannot do
it. I cannot do it. There's no question
about a day.”

He swung her round with that iron
grasp upon ker arm so that she faced
him. His fierce eyes blazed upon her
with a red light from under his heavy
eyelids. “Dare to say a word but
what I tell ye, and T'll dash ye—in
pieces like a potter's vessel!” cried
Drumearro, taking the first similitude
that occurred to him. He shook heras
he spoke, her frame, though it was well-
knit and vigorous, quivering in his
grasp. “Just say a word more of
your damned nonsense and I'll lay ye
at my feet 1 ”

Kirsteen’s heart fluttered to her
throat with a sickening terror; but
she looked him in the face with what
steadiness she could command, and a
dumb resolution. The threat gave
her back a sense of something
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unconquerable in her, although every
limb shook.

“Ye'll see Glendochart when he
comes—in my presence—ye'll have the
day fixed and all put in order. Or if ye
want to appear like & woman and not
a petted bairn before your man that
is to be, you'll settle it yourself. I
give you full liberty if you'll
behave yourself. But hearken,”
he said, giving her another shake,
“I'll .have no confounded non-
sense. If yegoagamstme in a
strange man’'s presence and expose
the family, I will just strike ye down
at my feet, let what will come of it.
Do you hear what I say?”

“He will not let you strike me,”
she cried in terror, yet defiance.

“Ye'll be at my feet before he has
the chance,” cried Drumecarro. “ And
who’s will be the wyte if your father,
the last of the Douglases, should be
dragged to a jail for you? If ye
expose my family to scorn and shame,
Tll do it more. Do you hear me?
Now go and settle it with your mother,”
he said, suddenly letting her go.
Kirsteen, thrown backward -by the
unexpected liberation, fell back with a
dizzying shock against the lintel of the
door. She lay against it for a moment
sick and giddy, the light fading from
her eyes; and for a minute or two
Kirsteen thought she was going to die.
It is a conviction that comes easily at
such a crisis. It seemed to the girl so
much the best way out of it, just to be
done with it all.

“The only art her guilt to cover,

To hide her shame from every eye,
To bring repentance to her lover,
And wring his bosom—

Poor Kirsteen had no guilt, nor had
she any clear apprehension what this
meant, or what guilt it was—it might
have been only'the guilt of disobedience,
the shame of exposing the family for
anything she knew; but the words
flashed through her mind in her half-
faint, lying speechless against the door.
It wculd bring repentance to them all
and wring their bosoms—it would save
the shame of a disturbance and the

dreadful sight of a struggle between
father and daughter. The only art—
just to die.

He had said, “ Go to your mother.”
This came vaguely back to her mind
as she came to herself. Her mother—
no, her mother would say just the
same, they would all say the same.
She had no one to go to. Then
Kirsteen’s gradually quickening senses
heard something which sounded like an
approaching footstep. She roused her-
self in a moment, and still sick and
faint, with a singing in her ears,
turned and fled—not to her mother, to
Marg’ret in the kitchen, who was her
only hope.

The kitchen was, as Marg'ret had
said, “like a new pin " at that hour,
all clear and bright, the fire made up,
the hearth swept, the traces of dinner
all cleared away. It was the moment
when Marg'ret could sit down to
needlework or spell out some old, old
newspaper which even the minister had
done with ; her assistant Merran was
out in the byre looking after the kye,
and Marg'ret was alone. When
Kirsteen rushed in unsteadily and
threw herself down in the big wooden
chair by the fireside Marg'ret was
threading a needle which was a work
of patience. But this sudden invasion
distracted her completely and made
her lay down both thread and needle
with a sigh.

“My bonny woman! what is the
matter now?$”

¢ Marg'ret, I nearly fainted standing
against the door.”

“ Fainted ! bless the bairn! na, na,
no 8o bad as that. Your head’s cool
and so is your hand ‘What was it,
Kirsteen § "

“Or nearly died would be more like
it, and that would maybe have been
the best.” And then with moist eyes
fixed upon her anxious companion and
a tremulous smile about her mouth
Kirsteen repeated her verse —

“The only art her guilt to cover,
To hide her shame from every eye,
To bring repentance to her lover,
And wring his bosom—is to die.”
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“Kirsteen! what is that you are
saying §" cried Marg'ret, a sudden
flush showing even upon her ruddy
colour. “Guilt and shame! What
have those dreadfu’ things to do with
youl”

“I am disobeying both father and
mother,” said the girl solemnly, “isna
that guilt ¥ And oh, it's shaming all
. belonging to me to stand against
them ; but I canna help it, I canna
help it. Oh, Marg'ret, hide me from
him, find me a place to goto! What
will I do! what will I do!”

“ My dear, my dear,” said Marg'ret,
“ you make my heart sair, What can
I say to you? I have ever taken your
pairt as you ken weel—but oh, my
bonny woman, I canna but think
you're a little unreasonable. What
ails you at Glendochart? He's a good
man and an honourable man, and it
would please everybody. To think so
much of his age when there’s no other
objection is not like you that had
always such sense. And ye would be
far happier, Kirsteen, in a house of
your own, Because there’s white on
his head is that a cause to turn your
heart from a good mani”

Kirsteen said nothing for a moment :
she looked with wistful eyes and a faint
smile in Marg'ret's face, shaking her
head ; then suddenly rising up went
away out of the kitchen, hurrying as
much as her limbs, still feeble with
the late shock and struggle, would let
her. Marg'ret stood aghast while her
hurried irregular step was audible
going up stairs.

“Now I have just angered her,”
said Marg'ret to herself, “and cast
back her bit heart upon herself, and
made her feel she has no true friend.
Will I go after her,—or will I wait
till she comes back ¥”

This question was settled for her as
she stood listening and uncertain,by the
sound of Kirsteen’sreturn. Marg'ret
listened eagerly while she came down
stairs again step by step. She came
into the kitchen with the same vague
deprecating smile upon her face. She
had a little Testament in its blue
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boards in her hand. She said nothing,
but opening it held out to her faithful
adviser the fly-leaf upon which there
stood the initials together of R. D.
and C. D., connected with the feeble
pencilling of the runic knot. Kirsteen
said not a word, but held it out open,
pointing to this simple symbol with
her other hand. “R. D.”, said
Marg'ret, ¢ wha' is that? C. D., that
will just stand for yourself. It's not
one of Robbie’s books—it's—it's—
Oh !” she cried with sudden enlighten-
ment, “now I understand 1"

Kirsteen put the little page solemnly
to her trembling lips, a tear almost
dropped upon it, but she shut the book
quickly that no stain should come
upon it, even of a tear. She did not
say & word during this little tender
revelation of her heart, but turned
her teyes and her faint propitiatory
smile to Marg’ret as if there was no
more to be said.

“ And tkis has been in your heart
all the time ! ” cried Marg’ret, drying
her eyes with her apron. *“I thought
of that, twa-three times. There was
something in his look yon day he gaed
away, but I never said a word, for
who can tell? And this was in your
heart a’ the time "

“ He said, ¢ Will ye wait till I come
back ¥’ and I said, * That I will],’” said
Kirsteen, but very softly, the sweet-
ness of the recollection coming back
to soothe her in the midst of all the

in.

« And that's how they've tied their
lives, thae young things!” said Mar-
g'ret also with a kind of solemnity.
“A word spoken that is done in a
moment, and after that—a’ thae long
and weary years—and maybe for all
they ken never to see ilk ither
again.”

«“ And if it should be so,” said
Kirsteen, “it would just be for death
instead of life, and all the same.”

“Oh, weel I ken that,’ said
Marg'ret shaking her head. She made
a pause, and then she added
hurriedly,*“What’s to be done with you,
lassie? If Glendochart’s coming the



Kirsteen. 89

morn to mairry ye there’s no time to
be lost.”

“ Marg'ret, I will just go away.”

“Where will ye go to? It's easy
speaking : a creature like you cannot
travel the countryside like a servant
lass going to a new place. And ye've
nae friends that will take such a charge.
Miss Eelen would be frightened out of
her wits. I know nobody that will
help you but Glendochart himself—and
you couldna go to bim.”

‘“ What is that letter on the table,
Marg’ret, and who is it from ?”

“The letter ¥ What's in the letter 1

Can ye think of that at sic a moment ?
It's a letter from my sister Jean.”

“ Marg'ret, that's just where I am
going! I see it all in a flash like light-
ning. I am going to London to your
sister Jean.”

“The bairn is clean out of her
senses | ” cried Marg'ret almost with a
scream.

And then they stood and looked at
each other for a long rapid minute,
interchanging volumes in the silent
meeting of their eyes. Kirsteen had
sprung in a moment from the agitated
creature who had come to Marg'ret to
be hidden, to be sheltered, not know-
ing what could be done with her, to
the quick-witted, high-spirited girl she
was by nature, alive with purpose and
strong intuition, fearing nothing. And
Marg'ret read all this new world of
meaning in the girl’s eyes more surely
than words could bhave told her. She
saw the sudden flash of the resolution,
the clearing away of all clouds, the
rise of the natural courage, the Kir-
steen of old whom nothing could “daut-
on” coming back. * Oh, my lamb!”
she breathed under her breath.

““There’s not & moment to be lost,”
said Kirsteen, ““ for I must go in the
morning before anybody is up. And
ye must not tell a living creature but
keep my secret, Marg'ret. For go I
must, there is no other thing to do.
And maybe I will never come back.
My father will never forgive me. I
will be like Anne cut off from the
family. But go I must, for no more

can I bide here. Give me the letter
from your sister to let her see it’s me
when I get there. And give me your
blessing, Marg'ret—it's all the blessing
I will get. And let me go!”

“ Not to-night, Kirsteen!”

“No, not to-night ; but early—early
in the morning before daylight. Dinna
say & word—not a word, It's all clear
before me. T'll be at nobody’s charges,
I'll fend for myself; and your sister
Jean will show me the way.”

There was another silence during
which Kirsteen, quite regardless of the
rights of propriety which existed no
more between Marg'ret and herself
than between mother and daughter,
took possession of Miss Jean Brown’s
letter, while Marg’ret stood reflecting,
entirely alarmed by the revelation
made to her, and by the sudden re-birth
of the vehement young creature who
had been for a time so subdued and
broken down by her first contest with
the world. To keep Kirsteen back
was, in the circumstances and with the
strong convictions of the Scotch serv-
ing woman as to the force of a troth-
plight and the binding character of a
vow, impossible. But to let her go
thus unfriended, unaided, alone into
an unknown world, far more unknown
to Marg'ret than the ends of the
earth would be to her representative
now, was something more than could
be borne. She suddenly exclaimed
in a sharp tone with a cruel hope
“ And where are ye to get the siller?
It’s mad and mad enough any way,
but madder still without a penny in
your pocket. How are ye to get to
London without money? It’s just
impossible.”

“]1 can walk, others have done it
before me. I'm well and strong and
a grand walker,” said Kirsteen, but
not till after a pause of consternation,
this consideration not having crossed
her mind before.

“ Walk | it's just hundreds of miles,
and takes a week in the coach,” cried
Marg'ret. “Ye cannot walk, no to
say ye would want money even then,
for ’'m no supposing that you mean
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to beg your bread from door to door.
Without money ye canna go a step.
I'll not permit it. Have ye anything
of your ain?”

“I have the gold guinea my grand-
mother left me in her will ; but I have
no more. How should I have any
more §"’

Marg'ret stood for a moment un-
decided, while Kirsteen waited a little
eager, a little expectant like a child.
It did not occur to her to deprecate
help from Marg'ret as a more high-
minded heroine might have done.
Marg'ret was a little Providence at
Drumecarro. She had store of every-
thing that the children wanted, and
had been their resource all their lives.
And Kirsteen had not realized the
difference, between money and other
indispensable things. She waited like
a child, following Marg'ret with her
eyes until some expedient should be
thought of. She breathed a sigh of
suspense yet expectation when
Marg'ret hurried away to her bed-
room at the back of the house, seating
herself again in the big chair to wait,
not impatiently, for the solution of the
problem. Marg’ret came back after a
few minutes with a work-box in her
hand. All kinds of things had come
out of that box in the experience of
the children at Drumcarro, things good
and evil, little packets of powders for
childish maladies, sweeties to be taken
after the nauseous mouthful, needles
and thimbles and scissors when these
needful implements had all been lost,
a8 happened periodically, even a rib-
bon or a pair of gloves in times of direst
need. She began to turn over the well-
remembered contents—old buttons,
hooks and eyes from old gowns long de-
parted, Marg’ret's two brooches that
formed all her jewellery, wrapped up in
separate pieces of paper. ‘ My sister
Jean,” said Marg’'ret with her bead
bentover the box, ‘“has often bidden me
to come and see her in London town.
You ken why I couldna go. I couldna
thole to leave you that are leavin' me
without a tear. And she sent me
what would do for my chairges. It

was never touched by me. It took me
a great deal of trouble to get Scotch
notes for it, and here it isat the bottom
of my box with many an auld relic on
the top of it—just a’ I'll have of ye
when ye've got your will,’ eaid
Marg'ret, a tear dropping among the
miscellaneous articles in the box. She
took from the bottom a little parcel in
an old letter, folded square and written
closely to the very edge of the seal.
“Hae! take it! and ye maun- just do

with it what pleasures yoursel’,”
Marg'ret cried.
CHAPTER XVI.

TeE 12th of January was a still
gray winter day, not very cold and ex.
ceedingly calm, the winds all hushed, the
clouds bhanging low, with a possibility
of rain—a possibility which is never
remote in a Highland landscape. As
the slow daylight began to bring
the hills into sight, not with any joyous
sunrising but with a faint diffusion of
gray upon the dark, a gradual grow-
ing visible of the greater points, then
very slowly of the details of the land-
scape, there came also into sight, first
ghost-like, a moving, noiseless shadow,
then something which consolidated
into the slim figure of a woman, a
solitary traveller moving steadily along
the dewy mountain road. It came in
sight like the hills, not like an inter-
ruption to the landscape but a portion
of it, becoming visible along with
it, having been in the dark as well
as in the light. Before the day was
fully awake it was there, a gliding
shadow going straight up the hills and
over the moors, at the same measured
pace, not so much quick as steady,
with a wonderful still intensity of
progress. The road was more than
dewy, it was glistening wet with the
heavy damps of the night, every crevice
among the rocks green and sodden,
every stone glistening. The traveller
did not keep exactly to the road, was
not afraid of the wet hillside turf, nor
even of a gray dyke to climb if it
shortened the way. She passed lightly
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over bits of moss among the rustling,
faded heather, and spots of suspicious
greenness which meant bog, choosing
her footing on the black roots of the
wild myrtle, and the knolls of black-
berries, like one to the manner born.
She gave a soul to the wild and green
landscape, so lonely, so washed with
morning dews. She was going—
wheret From the impossible to the
possible—from the solitudes of the
hills into the world.

Kirsteen had been walking for
hours before she thus came into sight,
and the dark and the silence had filled
her with many a flutter of terror. It
took something from what might have
been in other circumstances the over-
whelming excitement of thus leaving
home to encounter that other bewil-
dering and awful sensation of going
out into the night, with every one
asleep and all wrapped in the pro-
found blackness of winter, through
which it was hard enough even for the
most familiar to find & way. This
horror and alarm had so occupied her
mind, and the sensation of being the
one creature moving and conscious in
that world of darkness that she had
scarcely realised the severance she
was making, the tearing asunder of
her life. Even Marg'ret, repressing
her emotion lést a sob should catch
some wakeful ear in the sleeping
house, had faded from Kirsteen’s
mind when she took the first step into
the dark. She knew there were no
wild beasts who could devour her, no
robbers who would seize her, as she
had fancied when a child: she had a
trembling sense that God would pro-
tect her from ghosts and spiritual
evils; but her young soul trembled
with fears both physical and spiritual,
just as much as when she had wandered
out in the dark at six years old. Reason
convinces but does not always support
the inexperienced spirit. When the
ever wakeful dogs at the little cla-
chan heard the faint footfall upon the
edge of the path and barked, Kirs-
teen was half-consoled and half-mad-
dened with terror. If some ome

should wake and wonder, and suspect
a midnight thief, and burst open a
door and find her; but on the other
hand it was a little comfort to feel that
even a dog was waking in that black
expanse of night.

She had already come a long way,
before the daylight, when she and the
landscape that enclosed her came
dimly, faintly into sight in the first
gray of the morning. Her eyes had
got accustomed to the darkness, her
heart a little calmed and sustained by
the fact that nothing had happened to
her yet, no hidden malefactor in the
dark, nor sheeted whiteness from the
churchyard interrupting her on her
way. Her heart had beat while she

, loud enough to have wakened
the whole clachan, but nothing had
stirred, save the dogs—and safe as in
the warmest daylight she had got by
the graves. Nothing could be so bad
as that again. Partly by familiar
knowledge and partly by the conscious-
ness of certain gradations in the dark-
ness as she became used to it, she had
got forward on her way until she had
reached the head of the loch where
the water was a guide to her. Kirs-
teen had resolved that she would not
venture to approach the town or cross
the loch in the boat, the usual way,
but taking a large sweep round the
end of the loch, strike at once into
the wilds which lay between her and
the comparatively higher civiliza-
tion of the regions within reach of
Glasgow. If she could but reach that
great city, which was only second in
her dim conceptions to London itself,
she would feel that she was safe, but
not before. She came round the
head of the loch in the beginnings of
the dawn and had pushed her way far
into the gloomy mystery of Hell's
Glen, with its bare hills rising to the
dim sky on either side, before the
height of noon. It is gloomy there
even when the height of noon means
the dazzling of a Highland summer
day. But when the best of the day-
light is a dull gray, the long lines of the
glen unbroken by anything but a
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shepherd’s hut here and there at long
intervals, and the road that could be
seen winding through like a strip of
ribbon all the way gave the fugitive a
mingled sense of serenity and of that
tingling, audible solitude and remote-
ness from all living aid or society
which thrills every nerve. When she
was half way through the glen, how-
ever, the thrill was subdued by that
experience of no harm as yet which is
the most perfect of support, and Kirs-
teen began to be conscious that she
had eaten nothing and scarcely rested
since she set out. She had swallowed
a mouthful as she walked—she had
thrown herself down for a moment on
the hillside—but now it seemed pos-
sible to venture upon a little real
rest.
Kirsteen was dressed in a dark
woollen gown of homespun stuff,
made like all the dresses of the time,
with a straight, long, narrow skirt,
and a short bodice cut low round her
shoulders. Over this she had a warm
spencer, another bodice with long
sleeves, rising to her throat, where it
was finished with a frill. She had
strong country shoes and woollen stock-
ings just visible under her skirt. Her
bonnet was a little of the coal-scuttle
shape but not very large; and flung
back over it, but so that she could put
it down over her face at a moment’s
notice, was a large black veil, such an
imitation of Spanish lace as was
practicable at the time, better in work-
manship, worse in material than any-
thing we have now. The large pattern
with its gigantic flowers in thick work
hid the face better than any lighter
fabric, and it hung over the bonnet
when thrown back like a cloud. She
had a bundle on one arm, done up
carefully in a handkerchief containing
two changes of linen, and another
gown, carefully folled by Marg'ret
into the smallest possible space; and
on the other a camlet cloak, dark blue,
with a fur collar and metal clasps,
which was Marg’ret's own. This was
sore lading for a long walk, but it was
indispensable in face of the January

winds, and the cold on the coach, of
which Marg'ret knew dreadful things.
To Kirsteen it seemed that if she could
but reach that coach, and pursue her
journey by the aid of other legs than
her own, and with company, all
her troubles would be over. She sat
upon the hillside anxiously watching
the path lest any suspicious figure
should appear upon it, and took out
from her wallet the last scones of
Marg’ret’s she was likely to eat for a
long time. Should she ever eat Marg’-
ret’s scones again} Salt tears came
to Kirsteen's eyes and moistened her
comely face. 1t was done now—the
dreadful step taken, never to be
altered, the parting made. Her life
and her home lay far behind her,
away beyond the hills that shut her in
on every side. She said to herself
with trembling lips that the worst
was over ; by this time every ope in
Drumcarro would know that she was
gone. They would have looked for her
in every corner, up on the hill and
down by the linn where the water
poured into the vexed and foaming
gulf. Would it come into anybody’s
head that she had thrown herself in
and made an end of everything?

The only art her guilt to cover.

‘Would they send and tell Glendochart,
poor old gentleman—would they warn
him not to come to a distressed house $
Or would he be allowed to come and
her father say to him: *She is not
worthy of a thought. She is no
bairn of mine from this day’’t « And
my mother will go to her bed,” said
Kirsteen to herself with a tear or two,
yet with the faint gleam of & smile.
She could see them all in their different
ways—her father raging, her mother
weeping, and Mary telling everybody
that she was not surprised. And Mar-
g'ret—Marg'ret would put on a steady
countenance so that nobody could tell
what she knew and what she didn't
know. It almost amused Kirsteen
though it made her breath come quick,
and brought the tears to her eyes, to
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sit thus in the deep solitude with the
silence of the hills all thrilling round,
and look down as it were upon that
other scene, a strangely interested
spectator, seeing everything, and her
own absence which was the strangest
of all.

But perhaps she sat too long and
thought too much, or the damp of the
sod had cramped her young limbs, or
the tremendous walk of the morning
told more after an interval of rest, for
when she roused herself at last and got
up again, Kirsteen felt a universal ache
through her frame, and stumbled as
she came down from her perch to the
road below. How was she to get
through Glencroe to Arrochar—another
long and weary course? The solitude
of the glen came upon her again with
a thrill of horror. If she could not
walk any better than this it would be
dark, dark night again before she came
to the end of her journey—would she
ever come to the end of her journey?
‘Would she drop down upon the hill
and lie there till some one found her ¢
A wave of discouragement and misery
came over her. There was a house with-
in gight, one of those hovels in which
still the Highland shepherd or crofter is
content to live. Kirsteen knew such
interiors well—the clay floor,the black,
smoke-darkened walls, the throng of
children round the fire : there was no
room to take in a stranger, no way of
getting help for her to push on with her
journey. All the pictures of imagina-
tion fled from her, scant and troubled
though they had been. Everything in
the world seemed wept out except the
sensation of this wild solitude, the
aching of her tired limbs, the impossi-
bility of getting on, her own dreadful
loneliness and helplessness in this wild,
silent, unresponsive world.

Kirsteen could scarcely tell how she
dragged herself to the entrance of the
glen. A little solitary mountain farm
or gillie’s house stood at some distance
from the road, approached by a muddy
cart-track. The road was bad enough,
not much more than a track, for there
were as yet no tourists (nay, no magi-

cian to send them thither), in those
days. A rough cart came lumbering
down this path as she crept her way
along, and soon made up to her.
Kirsteen had made up her mind to ask
for a “cast” or “lift” to help her
along, but her courage failed her when
the moment came, and she allowed the
rude vehicle to lumber past with a
a heart that ached as much as her
limbs to see this chance of ease slip
by. She endeavoured as much as she
could to keep within a certain distance
of the cart “for company”, to cheat
the overwhelming loneliness which had
come over her. And perhaps the carter,
who was an elderly rustic with grizzled
hair, perceived her meaning, perhaps
he saw the longing look in her eyes.
After he had gone on a little way he
turned and came slowly back. ¢ Maybe
you're ower genteel for the like of
that,” he said, “but I would sooner
ye thought me impident than leave
you your lane on this rough long
road. Would you like a lift in the
cart? There's clean straw in it, and
you're looking weariet.”

Poor Kirsteen had nearly wept for
pleasure. She seated herself upon the
clean straw with a sense of comfort
which no carriage could have surpassed.
It was & mode of conveyance not un-
known to her. The gig had seldom
been vouchsafed to the use of the girls
in Drumcarro. They had much more
often been packed into the cart. She
thanked the friendly carter with all
her heart. ‘For I am weariet,” she
said, “ and the road’s wet and heavy
both for man and beast.”

“Ye'll have come a far way,”
he said evidently feeling that desire
for information or amusement which
unexpected company is wont to raise
in the rustic heart.

Kirsteen answered that she had
come from a little place not far from
Loch Fyne, then trembled lest she had
betrayed herself.

“It's very Hieland up there,” said
the carter ; ¢ that’s the country of the
Lord their God the Duke, as Robbie
Burns calls him. We have him here
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too, but no so overpowering. Ye'll
be a Campbell when you're at hame.”

“No, I am not a Campbell,” said
Kirsteen. It occurred to her for the
first time that she must give some
account of herself. “I'm going,” she
said, “to take up—a situation.”

“I just thought that. ’Twill be
some pingling trade like showing or
hearing weans their letters, keepirg
ye in the house and on a seat the haill
day long.”

"‘;Something of that kind,” Kirsteen
said.
“And you're a country lass, and
used to the air of the hills. Take you
care—oh, take care ! I had one mysel—
as fine a lass as ye would see, with
roses on her cheeks, and eyes just
glancing bright like your ain ; and as
weel and as hearty as could be. But
before a twelvemonth was o’er, her
mother and me we had to bring her
hame.”

“Oh,” cried Kirsteen, “I am very
sorry—but she’s maybe better.”

“ Ay, she’s better,” said the carter.
“Weel—wi' her Faither which is in
heaven.”

“Ob, I'm sorry, sorry 1" cried Kir-
steen with tears in her eyes.

“Thank ye for that: ye have a
look of her : I couldna pass ye by : but
eh, for Gudesake if ye have faitherand
mother to break their hearts for you,
take care.”

“You must have liked her well,
well!” said the girl. Fatigue and
langour in herself added to the keen
sense of sympathy and pity. I wish
it had been me instead of her,” she
said hastily.

“Eh,” said the man, “ that’s a sair
thing to say ! Ye must be an orphan
with none to set their hearts on you—
but you're young, poor thing, and
there’s nae telling what good may come
to ye. Ye must not let down your
heart.”

The cart rumbled on with many a
jolt, the carter jogged by the side and
talked, the sound and motion were
both drowsy, and Kirsteen was ex-
tremely tired. By and by these

sounds and sensations melted into a
haze of almost beatitude, the drowsi-
ness that comes over tired limbs and
spirit when comparative ease succeeds
to toil. After a while she lost con-
sciousness altogether and slept nestled
in the straw, like a tired child. She
was awakened by the stoppage of the
cart, and opening her eyes to the gray
yet soft heavensabove and the wonder
of waking in the open air, found her-
self at the end of a road which led up
to a farmstead at the mouth of
Glencroe where the valley opens out
upon the shore of that long inlet of
the sea which is called Loch Long.

“I'm wae to disturb ye, but I must
take the cairt back to the town, and my
ain house is two miles down the loch.
But there’s & real dacent woman at the
inn at Arrochar.”

“Jt’s there I was going,” said
Kirsteen hurriedly sliding from her.
place. She had been covered with
her camlet cloak as she lay, and the
straw had kept her warm. “I'm much
obliged to you,” she said—will ye take
a—will ye let me give you—"

“No a farden, no a farden,” cried
the man. “I would convoy ye to Mrs.
Macfarlane’s door, but I have to supper
my house. Will ye gie me a shake of
your hand¢ You're a bonny lass and
I hope ye'll be a guid ane—but mind
there’s awfu’ temptations in thae
towns.”

Kirsteen walked away very stiff
but refreshed, half angry half amused
by this last caution. She said to her-
self with a blush that he could not
have known who she was—a lady! or
he would not have given her that
warning which was not applicable to
the like of her. They said poor lassies
in service, out among strangers, stood
in need of it, poor things. It was
not a warning that had any meaning
to a gentlewoman ; but how was the
man to know

She went on still in a strange con-
fusion of weariness and the haze of
awakening to where the little town of
Arrochar lay low by the banks of the
loch. It was dark there sooner than
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in other places, and already a light or
two began to twinkle in the windows.
Two or three men were lingering out-
side the inn when Kirsteen reached
the place, and daunted her—she who
was never daunted. She went
quickly past, as quickly as her fatigue
would admit, as if she knew where she
was going. She thought to herself
that if any one remarked it would be
thought she was going home to her
friends, going to some warm and cheer-
ful kent place—and she a waif and
outcast on the world ! When she had
passed, she loitered and looked back,
tinding a dim corner where nobody
could see her, behind the little hedge
of a cottage garden. Presently a
woman in & widow’s cap came briskly
out to the door of the little inn, ad-
dressing a lively word or two to the
loitering men, which made them move
and di ; and now was Kirsteen’s
time. She hurried back and timidly
approached the woman at the inn door
as if she had been a princess. “Ye'll
maybe be Mistress Macfarlane?” said
Kirsteen.

“I'm just that; and what may ye
be wanting? Oh, I see you're a tra-
veller,” said the brisk landlady; ¢ you’ll
be wanting lodging for the night.”

“If you have a room ye can give me
—with a bed—I've had a long walk—
from near Loch Fyne,” said Kirsteen,
feeling that explanation was necessary,
and looking wistfully in the face of
the woman on whom her very life
seemed to depend. For what if she
should refuse her, a young girl all
alone, and turn her away from the
door1

Mrs. Macfarlane was too good a phy-
siognomist for that—but she looked
at Kirsteen curiously in the waning
light. “That’s a far way to come on
your feet,” she said, “and you're a
young lass to be wandering the country
by yourself.”

“I'm going—to take up a situa-
tion,” eaid Kirsteen. “If ye should
have a room—"

“QOh, it's no for want of a room.
Come in, there’s plenty of room. So

ye're going to take up a situation?
Your minnie must bave been sair at
heart to let you gang afoot such a
weary way.”

“ There was no other—conveniences,”
said Kirsteen, sick and faint. She
had to make an effort not to cry.
She had not thought of this ordeal,
and her limbs would scarcely sustain
her.

“Come in,” said the woman. “ Would
you rather go to your bed, or sit down
by the fire with me? Lord bless us,
the poor thing’s just fainting, Eelen.
Take her into the parlour, and put her
in the big chair by the fire.”

“ I'm not fainting—I'm only so tired
I cannot speak,” said Kirsteen, with a
faint smile.

“Go ben, go ben,” said Mrs. Mac-
farlane, “ and I'll make the tea, and
ye shall have a cup warm and strong.
There:s naething will do you so much

b

And to lie back in the big chair by
the warm fire seemed like paradise to
Kirsteen. This was her fortunate lot
on her first night from home.

CHAPTER XVII.

SHE had however much questioning
to go through. There was but little
custom to occupy the woman of the
inn, and the mingled instincts of kind-
ness and gossip and that curiosity
which is so strong among those who
have little to learn save what they can
persuade their neighbours to tell them,
had much dominion over Mrs. Mac-
farlane. Kindness perhaps was the
strongest quality of all. Her tea was
hot and strong and what she con-
sidered well ‘ maiket ”’ before the fire ;
and when the Highland maid, who
could speak little English, but hung
about in silent admiration of the un-
expected visitor, who was a new in-
cident in the glen, had “boilt” some
eggs, and placed a plate of crisp
cakes—the oatcakes which were the
habitual bread of Scotland at that
period—and another of brown barley
scones, upon the table, the mistress
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herself sat down to encourage her
guest to eat.

‘“ There's some fine salt bherrings if
ye would like that better, or I could
soon fry ye a bit of ham. We've baith
pork hams and mutton hams in the
house. But a fresh boilt egg is just
as good as anything, and mair nat'ral
to a woman. Ye'll be gaun to Glasco
where everybody goes.”

“Yes,” said Kirsteen, with a doubt
in her heart whether it was honest
not to add that she was going further
on.

“I wonder what they can see in't—
& muckle dirty place, with long lums
pouring out smoke. I wouldna gie
Arrochar for twenty o’t.”

“I suppose,” said Kirsteen, “it's
because there is aye plenty doing
there.”

“I suppose sae. And ye're going
to take up a situation? It's no a
place I would choose for a young lass,
but nae doubt your mother kens what
she’s doing. 1Is it a lady’s maid place,
or to be with bairns, or—I'm sure I
beg your pardon | You'll be a governess,
I might have seen.”

Kirsteen had grown very red at the
thought of being taken for a lady's
maid, but she said to herself quickly
that her pride was misplaced, and that
it was the best service any one could
do her to think her so. ‘“Oh, no,”
she said, “I'm not clever enough to
be a governess. I'm going—to a
mantua-maker’s.”

““ Weel, weel—that's a very genteel
trade, and many a puir leddy thankful
to get into it,” said Mrs. Macfarlane.
“I'm doubting you're one yoursel, or
else ye have lived with better kind of
folk, for ye've real genty ways, and a
bonny manner. Take heed to your-
self in Glasco, and take up with none
of thae young sprigs in offices that
think themselves gentlemen. Will ye

no take another cup? Weel, and I °

wouldna wonder ye would be better
in yourybed than any other place.
And how are ye going on in the morn-
ing ? There’s a coach from Eelensburgh,
but it's a long walk to get there. If

ye like Duncan will get out the gig
and drive you. It would be a matter
of twelve or maybe fifteen shillings
if he couldna get a job back—which
is maist unlikely at this time of the
ye“.,, .
With many thanks for the offer
Kirsteen tremblingly explained that
she could not afford it. “For I will
want all my money when I get to
Glasgow,” she said.

“ Weel,” said Mrs. Macfarlane, “ye
ken your ain affairs best. But there’s
sturdy beggars on the road, and may-
be ye'll wish ye had ta’en my offer
before you win there.”

Kirsteen thought she never would
sleep for the aching of her limbs when
she first laid herself down in the hard
bed which was all the little Highland
inn, or even the best houses in Scotland
afforded in that period. Her mind
was gilenced by this strange pbysical
inconvenience, so that she was quies-
cent in spirit and conscious of little
except her pangs of fatigue. Youth
however was stronger than all her
pangs, and the influence of the fresh
mountain air, though charged with
damp, in which she had pursued her
journey—and she slept with the per-
fect abandon and absolute repose of
her twenty years never waking from
the time she laid her head upon the
pillow, until she was awakened by
Eelen, the Highland maid, whom she
opened her eyes to find standing over
her with the same admiring looks as
on the previous evening.

“ Your hair will be like the red gold
and your skin like the white milk,”
said Eelen; ‘“and its chappit acht,
and it's time to be wakening.”

Kirsteen did not spring from her
bed with her usual alertness, for she
was stif with her first day’s travels.
But she rose as quickly as was possi-
ble, and got down stairs to share the
porridge of a weakly member of the
family who was indulged in late hours,
and had a little cream to tempt her
to consume the robust food.

“] would bave given ye some tea
but for Jamie,” said Mrs, Macfar-
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lane, “maybe he'll take his parritch
when he sees you supping yours
with sic a good heart.” Though
she was thus used as an example
Kirsteen took leave of the kind inn-
keeper with a sense of desolation as if
she were once more leaving home.
“Deed, I just wish ye could bide, and

ie the bairns their lessons and please
8’ body with your pleasant face,” the
landlady said. Kirsteen went on her
way with a “piece” in her pocket
and many good wishes, It was a
bright morning, and the sun as soon
as he had succeeded in rising over
the shoulders of the great hills, shone
upon Loch Long as upon a burnished
mirror, and lit up the path which
Kirsteen had to travel with a
chequered radiance through the bare
branches of the trees, which formed
the most intricate network of shadow
upon the brown path. The deep herb-
age and multitudinous roadside plants
all wet and glistening, the twinkle of
a hundred burns that crossed the
road at every step, the sound of the
oars upon the rowlocks of a fisher-
boat upon the loch, the shadows that
flew over ‘the hills in swift, instant-
aneous succession added their charms
to the spell of the morning, the fresh-
est and most rapturous of all the
aspects of nature. Before long Kirs-
teen forgot everything, both trouble
of body and trouble of mind. The
fascination of the morning brightness
entered into her heart. In a sunny
corner she found a bit of yellow blos-
som, of the wild St. John’s wort that
“herb of grace” which secures to the
traveller who is so happy as to find it
unawares & prosperous day’s journey,
and in another the rare, delicate star
of the Grass of Parnassus. These
with a sprig of the “gale,” the sweet
wild myrtle which covers those hills,
made a little bouquet which she fast-
ened in the belt of her spencer with
simple pleasure. She hesitated a mo-
ment to wear the badge of the Camp-
bells, and then with a fantastic half-
amused sentiment reminded herself
that if she had become the Lady of
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Glendochart as she might have done
(though ignorant folk took her for a
governess or even a lady’s waiting
woman) she would have had a right to
wear it. Poor Glendocbart! It would
hurt his feelings to find that she had
flown away from her home to escape
him. Kirsteen was grieved beyond
measure to hurt Glendochart’s feelings.
She put the gale in her belt with a
compunctious thought of her old, kind
wooer. But at that moment her young
spirit, notwithstanding all its burdens,
was transported by the morning and
the true delight of the traveller,
leaving all that he has known behind
him for love of the beautiful and the
new. It seemed to Kirsteen that she
had never seen the world so lovely nor
the sun so warm and sweet before.
She had walked several miles in the
delight of these novel sensations and
was far down Loch Long side, without
a house or sign of habitation nigh,
when there suddenly rose from among
the bushes of brown withered heather
on the slope that skirted the road a
man whose appearance did not please
Kirsteen. He had his coat-sleeve
pinned to his breast as if he had lost
an arm, and a forest of wild beard
and hair enclosing his face. In these
days when the wars of the Peninsula
were barely over, and Waterloo ap-
proaching, nothing was so likely to
excite charitable feelings as the aspect
of an old soldier—and the villainous
classes of the community who existed
then, as now, were not slow to take
advantage of it. This man came up
to Kirsteen with a professional whine.
He gave her a list of battles at which
he had been wounded which her know-
ledge was not enough to see were im-
possible, though her mind rejected
them as too much. But he was an
old soldier (she believed) and that was
enough to move the easily flowing
fountains of charity. No principle on
the subject had indeed been invented
in those days, and few people refused
a handful of meal at the house door,
or a penny on the road to the beggar
of any degree, far less the soldier who
H
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had left the wars with an empty sleeve
or a shattered leg. Kirsteen stopped
and took her little purse from her
pocket and gave him sixpence with a
look of sympathy. She thought of the
boys all away to the endless Indian
wars, and of another besides who might
be fighting or losing his arm like this

r man. “ And I'm very sorry for ye,
and I hope you will win safe home,”
said Kirsteen passing on. But diffe-
rent feelings came into her mind when
she found that she was being followed,
and that the man’s prayer for “anither
saxpence” was being repeated in a
rougher and more imperative tone.
Kirsteen had a great deal of courage
as a girl so often has, whose natural
swift im have had no check of
practical danger. She was not at first
afraid. She faced round upon him
with a rising colour and bade him be
content. “I have given ye all I can
give ye,” she said, “for I've a long,
long journey before me and little
giller.”

“Ye have money in your purse, my
bonny lady, and no half so much to
do with it as me.”

“If I've money in my purse it's my
own money, for my own-lawful uses,”
said Kirsteen.

¢ Come, come,” cried the man, “ I'll
use nae violence unless ye force me.
Gie me the siller.”

“ 1 will not give ye a penny,” cried
Kirsteen. And then there ensued a
breathless moment. All the possi-
bilities swept through her mind. If
she took to flight he would probably
overtake her, and in the meantime
might seize her from behind when she
could not see what he was doing. She
had no staff or stick in her hand but
was weighted with her bundle and her
cloak. She thought of flinging the
latter over his head and thus blinding
and embarrassing him to gain a little
time, but he was wary and on his
guard. She gave a glance towards

“e boat on the loch, but it was in
1-water, and the bank was high
| precipitous. Nowhere else was
re a living creature in sight.
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“Man,” said Kirsteen, “I cannot
fight with ye, but I'm not just a weak
creature either, and what I have is
all I have, and I've a long journey
before me—TI'll give ye your sixpence
if you'll go.”

“T'll warrant ye will,)’ said the
sturdy beggar, * but I'm a no so great
a fuil as I look. Gie me the purse,
and T’ll let ye go.”

“I'll not give ye the purse. If ye'll
say & sum and it’s within my power
I'll give ye that.”

“ Bring out the bit pursie,” said the
man, “and we'll see, maybe with a
kiss into the bargain,” and he drew
nearer, with a leer in the eyes that
gleamed from among his tangled hair.

“1 will fling it into the loch sooner
than ye should get it,” cried Kirsteen,
whose blood was up—*“and hold off
from me or I'll push you down the
brae,” she cried, putting down her
bundle, and with a long breath of
nervous agitation preparing for the
assault.

“You're a bold quean though ye
look so mim—gie me a pound then and
T'll let ye go.”

Kirsteen felt that to produce the
purse at all was to lose it, and omce
more calculated all the issues. The
man limped a little. She thought that
if she plunged down the bank to the
loch, steep as it was, her light weight
and the habit she bad of scrambling
down to the linn might help her—and
the sound of the falling stones and
rustling branches might catch the ear
of the fisher on the water, or she might
make & spring up upon the hill behind
and trust to the tangling roots of the
heather to impede her pursmer. In
either case she must give up the bundle
and her cloak. Oh, if she had but
taken Donald and the gig as Mrs.
Macfarlane had advised !

“1 canna wait a’ day till ye’ve made
up your mind. If I have to use vio-
lence it’s your ain wyte. I'm maist
willing to be friendly,” he said with
another leer pressing upon her. She
could feel his breath upon her face. A
wild panic seized Kirsteen. She made
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one spring up the hill before he could
seize her. And in a moment her
bounding heart all at once became
tranquil and she stood still, her terror
gone.

For within a few paces of her was a
sportsman with his gun, a young man
in dark undress tartan scarcely dis-
tinguishable from the n and
brown of the hillside, walking slowly
downwards among the heather bushes.
Kirsteen raised her voice a little. She
called to her assailant, “ Ye can go
your way, for here’s a gentleman!”
with a ring of delight in her voice.

The man clambering after her (he
did “hirple” with the right foot,
Kirsteen observed with pleasure) sud-
denly slipped down with an oath, for
he too had seen the newcomer, and
presently she heard his footsteps on
the road hurrying away.

“What is the matter, my bonny
lass?” said the sportsman; “are ye
having a quarrel with your joe.”
‘Where’s the impudent fellow? TI'll
soon bring him to reason, if you'll
trust yourself to me.”

Kirsteen dropped over the bank
without reply with a still more hot
flush upon her cheeks. She had
escaped one danger only to fall into
another more alarming. What the
country folk had said to her had piqued
her pride; but to be treated by a
gentleman as if she were a country
lass with her joe was more than Kir-
steen could bear.

He "had sprung down by her side
however before she could do more than
pick up the bundle and cloak which
the tramp had not touched.

“ He's a scamp to try to take advan-
tage of you when you're in a lone place
like this. Tell me, my bonny lass,
where ye are going? I'll see you safe
over the hill if you're going my way.”

“ It is not needful, sir, I thank ye,”
said Kirsteen. “I'm much obliged
to you for appearing as you did. It was
a sturdy beggar would have had my
purse ; he ran at the sight of a gentle-
man ; but I hope there are none but ill-
doers need to do that,” she added with

heightened colour drawing back from
his extended hand.

The young man laughed and made a
step forward, then stopped and stared,
“You are not a country lass,” he said.
“I've seen you before—where have 1
seen you before $"’

Kirsteen felt herself glow from head
to foot with overpowering shame. She
remembered if he did not. She had not
remarked his looks in the relief which
the first sight of him had brought, but
now she perceived whoit was. It was
the very Lord John whose remarks
upon the antediluvians had roused her
proud resentment at the ball. He did
not mistake the flash of recognition,
and a recognition which was angry, in
her eyes.

“Where have we met 1’ he said.
““You know me, and not I fear very
favourably. Whatever I've done I
hope you’ll let me make my peace now.”

“There is no peace to make,” said
Kirsteen. “I'm greatly obliged to
you, sir; I can say no more, but
I'll be more obliged to you still if
you will go your own gait and let me
go mine, for I am much pressed for
time.”

“ What | and leave you at the mercy
of the sturdy beggar?” he cried
lightly. ¢ This is my gait as well as
yours, I'm on my way across Whistle-
field down to Roseneath—a long walk.
I never thought to have such pleasant
company. Come, give me your bundle
to carry, and tell me, for I see you
know, where we met.”

“I can carry my own bundle, sir,
and I'll give it to nobody,” said Kir-
steen.

“ What a churl you make me look—
a bonny lass by my side over-weighted,
and I with nothing but my gun. Give
me the cloak then,” he said, catching
it lightly from her arm. *If you will
not tell me where we met tell me
where you're going, and I'll see you
home.”

““ My home is not where I am going,"”
said Kirsteen. “Give me back my
cloak, my Lord John. It’snot for you
to carry for me.” .

H



100

“I thought you knew me,” he cried.
¢ Now that’s an unfair advantage, let
me think, was it in the school-room at
Dalmally? To be sure! You are the
governess. Or was it {—"

He saw that he had made an un-
lucky hit. Kirsteen’s countenance
glowed with proud wrath. The gover-
ness, and she a Douglas! She snatched
the cloak from him and stood at bay.
“My father,” she cried, “is of as
good blood as yours, and though you
can scorn at the Scots gentry in your
own house you shall not do it on the
hill-side. I have yon hill to cross,”
said the girl with a proud gesture,
holding herself as erect as a tower,
¢ going on my own business, and med-
dling with nobody. So go before, sir,
or go after, but if you're a gentleman,
a8 ye have the name, let me pass by
myself.”

The young man coloured high. He
took off his hat and stood aside to let
her pass. After all there are argu-
ments which are applicable to a gentle-
man that cannot be applied to sturdy
beggars. But Kirsteen went on her
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way still more disturbed than by the
first meeting. He had not recognised
her, but if they should ever meet again
he would recognise her, And what
would he think when he knew it was
Drumecarro’s daughter that had met
him on the hill-side with her bundle on
her arm, and been lightly addressed
as & bonnie lass. The governess at
Dalmally! Hot tears came into Kir-
steen’s eyes as she made her way
across the stretch of moorland which
lies between Loch Long and the little
Gairloch, that soft and verdant para-
dise. She walked very quickly neither
turning to the right hand nor the left,
conscious of the figure following her at
a distance. Oh, the governess! She
will be a far better person than me,
and know a great deal more, thought
Kirsteen with keen compunction, me
to think so much of myself that am
nobody ! I wish I was a governess or
half so good. I'm a poor vagrant
lass, insulted on the road-side, frighted
with beggars, scared by gentlemen.
Oh, if I had but taken that honest
woman'’s offer of Donald and the gig!

(To be continued.)
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THE TEACHING OF ENGLISH LITERATURE.!

THE study of English literature in
our schools and colleges on a scale pro-
portionate to its importance is of com-
paratively recent date. I suppose we
should not be far wrong in fixing that
date at about thirty years back. Up
to that time, although the colleges in
London and other great centres could
boast distinguished professors of the
subject, it had hardly been recognised,
even in the higher forms of schools at
all. School histories of England, in
an appendix to the successive chapters,
may have furnished the names of the
great authors in prose and verse who
adorned each reign, with a list of their
more important works, but that was
all. To whom the credit is due of
leading the movement which has
brought about the remarkable change
in this respect, it might be difficult to
say. But there is no doubt that the
movement received a great impetus
about the time just mentioned by the
publication, through the Clarendon
Press at Oxford, of a series of selected
works of the great English classics,
thoroughly edited and annotated, under
the general direction of the late Pro-
fessor Brewer, of Xing’'s College.
Single plays of Shakespeare, separate
portions of the ¢ Canterbury Tales”,
selected poems of Dryden, and so forth,
were one by one issued, under the care
of the editors best qualified for the
task, and at a price that made them
available for use in all the higher
class schools and colleges in the coun-
try. “The authors and works selected ",
s0 ran the prospectus of the series,
‘“are such as will best serve to illus-
trate English literature in its historical
aspect. As ‘the eye of history’, with-
out which history cannot be understood,

1 An address delivered at University College,

Bristol, at the opening of the Session 1889-
1890.

the literature of a nation is the clear-
est and most intelligible record of its
life. Its thoughts and its emotions,
its graver and its less serious modes,
its progress or its degeneracy, are told
by its best authors in their best words.
This view of the subject will suggest
the safest rules for the study of it ”’.

Admirable words, worthy of the large-
minded and large-hearted scholar who
inspired, if he did not actually frame,
them ; and we can well understand
how they must have brought light and
inspiration to many a schoolmaster and
student, who had never entertained the
idea of Chaucer and Bacon a8 possible
factors in education, though it had
seemed the most obvious thing in the
world to study the masterpieces of
Schiller, Dante, or Molitre. At the
time we are speaking of, the average
schoolmaster would have scouted the
idea of an English classic becoming a
text-book in his school. He might
indeed give out a canto of *“ Marmion ”
to be learned by heart as a holiday
task, but that was for a mere exercise
of memory, or to keep the lad from
being too noisy on a wet day. I re-
member how Dr. Arnold, in one of his
letters, expresses an ardent wish that
he might have the opportunity of
studying a play of Shakespeare with
his.sixth form, on the same scale of
attention and precision as they studied
a book of Thucydides! But this was
but an aspiration, and the times were
not ripe for a change, even if the re-
morseless limits of years and months
admitted of any diminution of the space
allotted to Latin and Greek.

I do not at all say that the prejudice
of the average teacher against the in-
troduction of English writers into the
curriculum of his school was altogether
unworthy, and to be laughed at. It
had its root in a true conviction that
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nothing was worth teaching that did
not involve some labour and trouble
on the part of the learner—that did
not awake and exercise in him some
new powers—that was not, in a word,
a discipline. It was this feeling that
was sound and worthy of all respect
in the prejudice against English litera-
ture as an element in education. The
picture of Addison, or Pope in a boy’s
hands connected itself with that of a
balf-hour of idleness—harmless per-
haps, but still idleness—spent in an
arm-chair by the fire or on a sunny
lawn, a half-hour withdrawn from more
serious and profitable study. And if
any one, reading these suppressed
thoughts of the teacher, were to re-
tort that after all Addison and Pope
might be as worthyliterature as Horace
and Aristophanes, the answer would
be ready: “ Yes, but it takes some
trouble to get at the meaning of Horace
and Aristophanes. The language in
which they wrote obliges the student
to give thought and trouble to the sub-
ject. An English book does nothing
of the kind .

And it was to those who cherished
this conviction, and yet were quite
aware that Hooker and Bacon, Shake-
speare and Milton, De Foe and Swift
must have an important meesage to
those who spoke their tongue, that,
as I have said, such words as Professor
Brewer’s came like something of a re-
velation. English literature, it now
appeared, might ask some labour and
attention on the part of the student,
might evoke and train some new powers,
It might link itself with history, or
rather claim to be itself a department
of history, and history had long ago
been established as a necessary branch
of education. And moreover, as such,
it admitted of being examined in, and
the final test by examination has al-
ways, I suppose, been present to the
mind of the teacher when considering
the appropriateness of a subject for
his pupils.

From the first, then, English litera-
ture has been regarded by the teacher
as something to be examined in ; and
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from the first this has largely de-
termined the form in which it has
been taught. The connection of an
author with his own time—how far
he has either reflected the deeper con-
victions and aims of that time, or
perhaps only its passing moods and
fashions ; the obligations of the writer
to foreign models, or to the influence
of a revived study of ancient literature
—these and many such inquiries were
seen to be wholesome and instructive
ways of studying the author, and
throwing light upon his genius and
our appreciation of him. And in all
sound teaching of the subject such
topics have always, of course, found a
place. But even here, and in the hands
of teachers of real and wide scholar-
ship, I think may be perceived the
first shadow of a danger which might
in time spread and overcast the entire
subject. In the hands of a teacher
who himself loved and enjoyed the
author he was treating of, it would be
impossible but that something of his
own taste and appreciation should be
transferred to the student who listened
to him, provided always that the stu-
dent had in him the germs of taste and
appreciation at all. But here again
the terminal examination began to
cast its ¢ shadow before.” How are
you to examine upon a young student’s
enjoyment of the “Fairy Queen” or
the “ Rape of the Lock ”’ § Even though
he has learned to feel, and ardently to
relish, the exquisite yet wholly differ-
ent flavours of these two poems, how
is this to be tested by an examination
paper? Moreover, if a taste for these
writers is to be found by studying
them—not for the history or archaeo-
logy in them, but for their own sakes
and for the enjoyment of them—there
is no time for this in the class-room,
for that time is wanted for the histori-
cal and critical questions that arise;
and the student at home has no time
for that leisurely and deliberate read-
ing that brings about a love for an
author, as distinguished from a mastery
of his difficulties (if an ancient writer)
of language or allusion. And thus



The Teaching of English Literature.

the danger might arise, even with the
ablest teaching, that the student would
leave the study of an author with a
considerable knowledgeof hislanguage,
his allusions, and his relation to other
writers, and yet with but a moderate
degree of pleasure derived from the
writer himself.

And if, even with our ablest and
most scholarly teachers at work, there
exists this possibility of the writer him-
self being neglected for the sake of the
facts about the writer, how certain is
it that the study of our literature in
places of education where such scholars
are not procurable (and scholars of
fine and catholic literary taste do not
grow on every hedge) must tend to
resolve itself more and more into
questions that can be set and answered
in an examination paper, with ques-
tions of a writer’s biography, of facts
and dates connected with his writings,
of popular quotations from these
writings and the like—with perhaps
a list of the general and time-honoured
verdicts that it is considered safeforany
one, not a genius, to repeat in society.
We all know what to expect when we
take up an examination paper in
English literature as set to the higher
form of a good school ; it is sure to
contain questions something after this
model :

“ Name the authors of the following
works—* The Hind and the Panther’:
‘Beowulf’: ¢Acis and Galatea’:
¢ Friar Bacon and Friar Bungay’:
¢The S8hortest Way with the Dis-
senters’: and ‘Adonais’. Give a
brief account of the contents of these
works. To what class of Literature
do they belong %’

“Write a life, with dates, of Sir
Jobn Suckling. What do you mean
by the ¢ metaphysical’ poets? Discuss
the appropriateness of the term .

Now I am not citing this style of
question to condemn or ridicule it.
No knowledge can be entirely useless,
and there is no saying when and where
it may not be useful to an upper
middle-class English man or woman to
know the authors of the aforesaid
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works. But this at least is certain,
that a student might obtain full
marks in such a paper without its
proving that he or she was any the
better, wiser or happier for any of the
literature of which it treats. To
begin with, there may be ample time
in one school or college session to get
up all the information requisite to
answer such a paper, when there
would not be time enough for the
profitable study of any one of the
writers named, if read for the sake of
his works and not for the sake of
being examined about him. And it is
obvious that if literature is pursued
in this kind of way, there is hardly
any limit to the extent of ground that
the student may be asked to traverse
in a single year. I have myself been
more than once invited to set the ex-
amination papers in this subject in an
Institution that I will not name. The
syllabus of the lectures given during
one session has been laid before me, to
assist me in framing my questions, and
T could only gather from this that in
the course of a single year the whole
range of English literature from
“Piers Plowman” to “ Waverley "
had been dealt with by the lecturer,
and therefore after a fashion supposed
to be profitable to the learners.
Imagine five centuries of our noble
clasgics in verse and prose — the
greater and the minor prophets of our
literature—so much as touched upon
to any purpose in such a space! No
doubt the area covered looked well in
the prospectus of the lectures! It
displayed the comprehensive character
of the instruction given, and by con-
sequence the complete knowledge of
English authors carried away by a
daughter after only a year’s work—
“and still the wonder grew, How one
small head could carry all she knew”,
Yes ! the old, old fallacy! The area
nominally cultivated—¢tkis the wonder
and the attraction. No thought of the
depth to which the plough has gone,
or whether any really valuable seed
bad been sown at all! No thought of
whether any genuine pleasure had been
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acquired though experience of any one
of these English writers! Yet only
through some pleasure given, I venture
to assert, is any profit afforded by the
study of an English writer.
May I tell two anecdotes, for which
I can vouch, illustrating the opinion I
am upholding, drawn not from the
class-rooms of our own rank, but from
the ‘“simple annals of the poor”%
You know that of late years, in our
national schools under Government
inspection, the higher standards are
allowed to learn and study some
passage of defined length from an Eng-
lish poet—a scene from Shakespeare,
a poem of Cowper, a canto of Walter
Scott. Well, I once knew of a village
schoolmaster who actually chose
Milton’s “ Lycidas ” for the purpose,
and, stranger still, the inspector did
not put his foot down upon the absur-
dity. It is quite easy to divine why
the schoolmaster, who had perhaps
studied the poem in his own Training
College days, chose that poem. * Ly-
cidas” has always been one of the
happiest of hunting-grounds for the
examiner. It is full from end to end
of names, phrases, allusions in mytho-
logy, geography, scripture-history, on
which questions can be framed. Just
recall a few—the ¢ Sisters of the
sacred well "’ ,“the Fauns and Satyrs”,
‘ the Druids ”, “ the gory visage sent
down the stream ”, the “sanguine
flower inscribed with woe ”’, and all the
rest of it. The examiner could go on
constructing paper after paper, and yet
leave something untouched. And so,
for the sake of proving to the examiner
how many Clarendon Press notes
could be made to stick fast in the
sixth standard boy's memory, this
consummate poem was drummed into
him—a poem, the nobility and beauty
¥ which could not by any possibility
brought home to his ideas and
'gs, became his whole line of
ng in the school supplied him
10thing to which the poem could
y intelligible way link itself.
Jlusiveness of the poem—satu-
at every turn with a recollection

The Teaching of English Literature.

of something in Virgil or Theocritus—
essentially a poem to delight scholars
and students, how should it test any-
thing in the village boy, save a parrot-
like capacity for learning isolated facts
and phrases, and reproducing them on
paper or by word of mouth? This is
one of my anecdotes. Here is the
other. Some five and twenty years
ago, when I was a curate in Stafford-
shire, our village schoolmaster (it was
before the days of regulation English
literature in natioral schools), having
to find something to read to his upper
class as a lesson in dictation, thought
he would try as an experiment Lord
Tennyson’s “ Dora ", that tender and
charming idyll of the farmer whose
son would not marry according to his
father's wishes—a story of sorrow and
suffering, courage and loyalty, and
final reconciliation. I suppose that no
one would dream of choosing such a
poem to provide material for an
examination ; at least I cannot
remember any single word in it to
make a question out of ; and in this
case the poem was not set for that
purpose, but primarily foran exercise
in writing from dictation. But the
master, having found the story
touching and interesting, doubtless
hoped his pupils might also find it so,
and thought like a sensible man that
he might confer two separate benefits
in a single lesson. What was the
result? The boysand girls were moved
and charmed. They obtained permis-
sion to make permanent copies of it
with pen and ink. They took them
home, and read them to their fathers
and mothers ; they in their turn were
interested and moved by the picture of
village loves and sorrows, touched by
a master’s hand ; and thus one very
unromantic Staffordshire village was
drawn for the moment closer together
under the spell of genius. Now, I ask
you confidently, in which of these two
cases had English literature really
justified its admission into schools—
its installation as a worthy part of
education ¥ In which instance had
literature done its high and blessed
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service—that in which the poem had
been studied for its own sake, or
that in which it had been studied
for the sake of the notes %

I do not apologise for this digression
into village life, s1:781:;19 addressing the
students of this distinguished College,
for it serves my pu , which is to
assert for English literature a function
and a mission which seem to me
sometimes in danger of being over-
looked in the very zeal for teaching
it. 'Whenever the use of literature in
education comes to be sought for in the
opportunity for setting papers in it;
if ever the notes and not the text should
come to be treated as the life of
the subject ; then propter vitam the
student may come to overlook the very
motive and justification for that life.
The danger indubitably exists of
wearying the younger student by con-
fining his attention to the accidents of
the subject, and never finding time to
come to its essence at all. Take for
example the greatest name of all in
our literature—Shakespeare. He is
indeed the best of all subjects for the
lecturer, because he is the greatest.
But he is also the best from another
point of view ; because he is so full of
interesting subordinate matter—so full
of history, archaeology, folk-lore, al-
lusiveness to obsolete manners and
customs, sports and pastimes of our
ancestors, together with a vocabulary
and grammar sufficiently unlike our
own to justify and necessitate any
amount of careful study. One could
lecture for a whole session upon the
difficulties in* Coriolanus”’ (where there
is also for the examiner the additional
joy of an extremely obscure text),
without ever arriving at the nobility
and pathos of the dramatist’s treat-
ment of his subject. One might even
achieve a famous traditional impos-
sibility, and so study the play of
“ Hamlet ” as to leave out the Prince
of Denmark altogether ! But do not
suppose for one moment that I think
all this subordinate matter superfluous
or unimportant. It is of the first
importance and absolutely necessary.

105

I at once admit that no study of
Shakespeare is worth anything that
does not primarily take account of such
things. Any one coming to that
study with no previous acquaintance
with Shakespeare’s grammar and
idiom—with the general differences of
Elizabethan English from our own—
does indeed ‘““see through a glass
darkly ”. Without some knowledge in
the directions I just now indicated,
how large a part of Shakespeare is
obscure ; how many of his similes and
allusions miss their mark ; how much
of his wit and humour is absolutely
without point! We are really in-
debted to the scholar and the anti-
quarian for any thorough enjoyment
of a dramatist separated from us by
three hundred years. Without their
help (to use a homely metaphor), we
are as those who gaze at a beauti-
ful landscape through a window of
imperfect glass, soiled and over-
crusted with age ; to enjoy the view,
it is absolutely necessary that the
window be first cleaned. Now by
successive scholars and antiquarians
this service has been amply rendered ;
and in our time two scholars, Mr. Aldis
Wright and Dr. Abbott, have donein-
valuable work towards this end. The
former of these gentlemen has done
more to make Shakespeare intelligible,
and therefore profitable, to younger
students—jyes, and to children also of
a larger growth—than any ona I could
name. To have mastered Mr. Wright's
notes to the plays in the Clarendon
Press series is to have become in the
most effectual way acclimatised to
Elizabethan English. And few of the
most generally well-informed English-
men can afford to despise such help.
Now and then we meet with those who
profess to find their Shakespeare quite
intelligible and to be scornfully in-
tolerant of the commentator’'s prof-
fered aid. I should very much like to
test such persons with a few picked
passages, and see whether by the light
of nature alone, and the’r own good
wits, they can make sense out of meta-
phors drawn from some superstition
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or sport familiar to Shakespeare’s
contemporaries, but of which no trace
now remains. Take Shakespeare’s
metaphors from hawking, for instance.
That being the one familiar field-sport,
dear to all classes of society from the
king to the yeoman, no wonder that
in the hands of a great poet it becomes
a perpetual fountain of imagery—
from Desdemona’s “I'll watch him
tame ” to Othello’s magnificent
threat :

If I do prove her haggard,
Though that her jesses were my own heart-

strings,

I'd whistle her off, and let her down the
wind

To prey at Fortune.

Mr. Aldis Wright in one of his
prefaces mentions that various corre-
spondents had demurred to his filling
his notes with matter of this kind, and
had wished for some Fine-art criticism
instead. Mr. Wright most wisely de-
clined to listen to any such allurements.
“ ig:xs-post criticism ”’, as he called it,
he distinctly refused to supply. He
knew well enough what the invitation
meant, in too many cases. It meant
that certain young critics of Shake-
speare wanted to be able to descant
authoritatively on Shakespeare’s beau-
ties and defects, his strength and
weakness, and to exchange msthetic
speculations with their friends at a
Society, without taking any prelimi-
nary trouble even to understand the
words of the author they were talking
about. And this ambition the editor
had no intention of gratifying. His
purpose was to make it certain that
the critic of the future had mastered
this preliminary knowledge, without
which to pretend to an opinion at all
on Shakespeare’s or any other author’s
merits or demerits is mere vanity and
impertinence. And therefore you will
not misunderstand me in what I have
already said of a grave danger incident
to the study before us, that the notes
to any author should receive more
attention than the text; and in judg-
ing that there was something wrong
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somewhere when, as I remember once
to have seen, a young girl of fourteen
or fifteen despairfully roamed up and
down a drawing-room with one of Mr.
Aldis Wright's little orange-tawny
volumes in her hand, exclaiming
wearily, “Oh! how I late Shake-
speare | ”

We are used to this melancholy
state of things in the instance of an
ancient language. That an average
schoolboy, having to read (let us say)
Tacitus for the sake of the Latin
tongue, should come to hate Tacitus,
has long come to be accepted as a
natural event. For we know that an
extinct tongue must be studied in
those writers whom care or chance
has preserved from perishing through
the world’s stormy ages ; and as a rule
these are the writers of real mark.
In these the Latin and Greek idiom
must be studied. It is one of the
penalties of the ¢survival of the
fittest”. For similar reasons, the
notable writers of our own early his-
tory have naturally survived ; and if
we would have our young men and
women study to the best advantage
an important dialect of the time of
Edward the Third, we cannot well
avoid baving recourse to Geoffrey
Chaucer, even if the humour of the
Lady Abbess and the pathos of
Griselda should perish in the process.
The * Canterbury Tales” must be for
& while approached as in a strange
tongue. But it need be but for a
very brief space. No fairly intelli-
gent boy or girl, of decent preliminary
training, should need more than a few
hours’ instruction to enable them to
master all the excellences, and taste
all the delights of the Father of
English Poetry. Nothing but the
will and the taste is wanting. How
are the desire and the taste to be
fostered? This is the one real prob-
lem. Any one who wants to read
and enjoy Chaucer can learn to do so
with & very few hours’ attention and
study. The inflected system of the
language Chaucer wrote—the allu-
sions and obscurities in Shakespeare
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—+these are not the real obstacles to
the student, and the real despair of
the teacher. The real difficulty is,
that when the editor and commentator
bave done their part, the love for the
writer himself has not thereby been
produced. If the young student at
the end of it all does not go the
length of crying, with the young lady
just named, “How I hate Shake-
speare ! ” at least he does not exclaim,
“How I love him!”; and unless the
teaching of the great writers of Eng-
land ends in producing some genuine
love and admiration for their works—
in one word, some real enjoyment of
them—the end of English literature as
a means of education is not attained.
The end and object of all the notes
and note-makers, of Mr. Wright and
Dr. Abbott, of all editions and all
editors, of all critics and commentators,
is to make the writers they deal with
more endeared, because more intelligi-
ble, to the reader.

The great end, then, I submit, of
English literature as an element of
education is to give pleasure. 1 well
know what opposition—even what con-
tempt—is likely to be excited in some
minds by this avowal. The image,
already referred to, of the lazy boy
reading ‘‘Ivanhoe” on the sofa for
his amusement is sure to rise before
the mind’s eye of many, and to such
persons the image is one of mere waste
of time. ¢ After all, we were right”,
will exclaim the schoolmaster of the
old pattern, who from the first was
suspicious of the introduction of Eng-
lish authors side by side with those of
Greece and Rome, Germany or France.
“We were right ; this new education
is another name for shirking work—
at least, for mere dilettanteism”. I
remember once maintaining this posi-
tion, that the highest object of the
study of literature was to make us the
happier for it; and a little later in
the conversation a young lady re-
marked, “You know, Mr. Ainger,
you said just now that we were to
read chiefly for our amusement!” I
knew this was said only in fun, for
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the speaker was a very thoughtful
and accomplished woman ; but I trea-
sured up the retort just because it
illustrated a real confusion that exists
in the minds of many. To the un-
thinking, ¢ joy ”’, “ happiness”, ¢ plea~
sure”’, ‘“amusement”, are words that
perhaps convey much of the same idea.
But it only needs that those who do
think should recall the kind of plea-
sure that they have derived from
some great writer—from Shakespeare
or Milton, Jeremy Taylor or Sir
Thomas Browne, Goldsmith or Lamb,
Coleridge or Wordsworth—to under-
stand that to speak of that pleasure
a8 amusement would be a profanation
and an indignity. I am not saying
that if the study of literature only
succeeded in providing its disciples
with a larger field of amusement, it
would be wholly thrown away. Better
to find amusement in the authors it
has to deal with, than in the myriads
of ephemeral works that are no part
of literature at all. Better to read
“Ivanhoe” on the sofa—to find the
merest amusement in the genuine ro-
mantic vein of Sir Walter, than in
the pinchbeck-romantic of , and
, and (for I dare name no
names!), whose books seem to be
hardly in existence a month before
they are in their two hundred and
fortieth thousand. But I need not
before this audience waste words to
prove that by joy, or pleasure, I do
not mean amusement, but something
differing from it toto ceelo. And it is
through pleasure —high and noble
pleasure—that almost every good and
perfect gift must ultimately work out
for us its mission.

To make us happier by introducing
us to sources of pleasure hitherto unex-
plored, and to render more intelligible
and interesting the notable works
that we had failed to draw pleasure
from before—these are the primary
objects of teaching literature. ~And
therefore to add to our knowledge of
everything that can make these wri-
ters give up to us their fullest meaning
and spirit—to remove all obstacles in
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them, and in ourselves, which hinder
us from enjoying them, is among the
first duties and privileges of the
teacher. The lecturer on Shakespeare
has to help his pupil to understand
Shakespeare ; but he has done this to
no purpose, or rather he has not done
this at all, unless he has deepened
the pupil’s admiration for, and thus
helped him to gain pleasure from, the
poet. The aspiring pupil perhaps (like
those whom Mr. Wright spoke of as
demanding * sign - post criticism ”’)
thinks this superfluous. He is eager
at once to exercise his judgment, his
critical powers—to be able quickly to
give a reason for the faith that is in
him. Let him not be in a hurry!
Love must come first—Criticiam after-
wards. You wish to know way Shake-
speare is greater than all other drama-
tists of that wonderful period. Well,
your teachers could provide you with a
dozen sound and excellent reasons for
this, which nobody could dispute.
And you could carry them away, and
reproduce them in an examination
paper, and air them at a mutual im-
provement society, and be not one jot
the happier and wiser for the know-
ledge—whereas, a companion who had
by quiet reading, steeped himself in
the divine pathos of “ Lear”, in the
pastoral sweetness of the * Winter's
Tale”, in the delicate comedy of
“ As You Like It”, would have dis-
covered, without its having been pointed
out to him, that in all these qualities,
and a hundred other, even the tragedy
of Ford and Webster, and the tender
humanity of Heywood, must bow the
head before the master of them all.
And if it be asked, what room then is
there for the lecturer and professor? I
say that he is the best lecturer and
professor who has best succeeded in
inducing his pupil to adopt this
quiet and patient method; to take
this open but little trodden path
to the understanding and true a;
preciation of our great English
writers.

And then, as I have said, apprecia-
“ion and affection being kindled, the
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critical faculty begins to grow. For
having tasted, and become used to
the very best in its kind, second and
third and fourth best begin to lose
their charm. And this is what I
meant when I said that love is the
parent of criticism. Criticism, you
know, has a bad name with many
people. To them, it means carping,
fault-finding, or at best a habit of
analysing and dissecting that is fatal
to the genuine enjoyment of anything.
“ Why do you criticise }”’ asks the be-
wildered parent or guardian, when his
daughter throws down with weariness
a new volume of verse, written by some
popular contemporary, consisting of
faint echoes of the verse of Shelley or
Tennyson. “ Why do you criticise !
‘Why cannot you be content to admire
and enjoy?” Alas! the question is
easily asked; but it is as futile a
question as to ask why, when we have
eaten a piece of roast mutton, we have
discovered it to be a bit of very in-
ferior and insipid meat! The request
that a person will eat and not taste, is
a mere mockery, though made with
the best intentions. ¢ There are many
echoes in the world, but few voices ",
was one of Goethe's great sayings ;
and our education in literature has
few worthier functions than to teach
us to distinguish the echo from the
voice—the copy from the original.

We claim therefore for English
literature as an instrument of educa-
tion that it shall raise, by instructing,
the general taste ; that it shall teach
us better how to covet earnestly good
literature, and not encourage, or waste
time over what is inferior or worth-
less. And this should supply an
additional answer to those who ask
what practical value there is in the
study of our older authors. 'We most
of us read books—or at least those
periodical effusions which now do duty
8o largely for books—and- even if all
reading were waste of time, it would
be certainly better to read good than
bad. And there is a great deal—an
enormous deal—that is bad every year
written and published. I do not mean
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bad in a serious sense—subversive of
our elementary morals and faiths,
though there is very much of that—
but bad in art, and in style ; exciting,
bat not elevating or inspiring ; unreal
and pretentious ; the cleverest electro-
plate passing itself off for silver ; sham
eloquence, sham sentiment, sham
poetry, sham philosophy, and sham
humour. Would it be a worthless
result of two or three years’ study of
the great realities, of which these are
the counterfeits, to be able to detect
the base coin, and at once nail it to
the counter? I am well aware that
fine taste is a very rare faculty in-
deed. “ Taste', that admirable critic,
the late Edward Fitzgerald, used to
say, ‘is the feminine of genius ”’; and
like its male companion, it must al-
ways be the heritage of the few. But
there are d s of it, and it may be
developed by training, and though the
best teaching in the world will fail to
give some young persons a relish for
Milton or Spenser, the average of
failures need not be greater than in
other and older-established subjects of
instruction. After all, these same
students, who have been bored per-
haps with Clarendon Press manuals,
will by and by be found to be in pos-
session of a great deal of taste, though
as the gentleman in the old story
added, it may be very bad taste.
‘When we find tears being shed over
some cleverly wrought sentimentality ;
or loud laughter raised by some mis-
erable burlesque ; or hands and eyes
uplifted at some very tall talk that
passes in the world’s market for
eloquence, we feel sure that if true
pathos, and humour, and the eloquence
of having something to say and know-
ing how to say it nobly, had ever been
studied in the masterpieces of old time,
the reader or hearer could never have
been misled by these transparent imi-
tations. Take that last named quality
of eloquence. 'We have writers en-
dowed with this power still among
us ; men who having noble thoughts
and cultured minds, can give utterance
to their meaning in language touched
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with genuine emotion. But probably
many of these have never passed for
eloquent at all; the word has been
reserved for fluent and flowery com-
monplace; or what our American
friends call * high falutin’”. That all
true eloquence is inherent in the
thought expressed, and not in the
words, is seldom recognised at all in
pular criticism. I would ask
whether the heart of an educated man
does not sink within him when he is
entreated to come and hear the new
curate, because his sermons are *so
eloquent "’. He knows, I mean, almost
for certainty what it is that he will
hear, if he accepts the invitation.
However, to leave this ground (which
I feel is somewhat delicate), let me
only say that it is surely a good work
to teach our young men and women in
this matter also to detect the true from
the spurious ; to show them how with
the most ornate writers,such as Jeremy
Taylor, or Edmund Burke, or the Mr.
Ruskin of forty years ago, the beauty
of the language is organically con-
nected with the originality or beauty
of the thing said ; that the efflorescence
has a root lying deep below, which
gives it all its real importance and
permanence. Or, once more, take
humour, of which the counterfeits in
circulation are so many. If only we
had brought our students really to
enjoy the humour of Chaucer, and
Shakespeare, of Sterne and Goldsmith
and Addison, yes, and of Scott and
Miss Austen, of Dickens and of Lamb,
and of the many other delightful
masters in this kind that our litera-
ture boasts, how could they after-
wards fail to note how much that
s for humour in this day is not
grounded, like the true thing, in
sympathy with humanity, but in scorn
of it: that a vast proportion of the
most popular humour of the day is
really cynicism. To distinguish true
humour from mere mockery, its
most abundant substitute, this is one
of the surely useful tasks of the
teacher in the study of those branches
of English literature that seem to be
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the most frivolous,—the nearest ap-
proach to a mere amusement.

“Then after all,” it may be retorted
on me, “criticism does consist in pick-
ing holes and finding faults; and the
result of all you have said, if accom-
plished, will be to limit our sources of
innocent enjoyment, and to make us
fastidious and one-sided.” Nothing
can be farther from the truth. We
may truly say of criticism, as was said
of religion in Dr. Watts’s hymn, that
“It never was designed to make our
pleasures less’’. 1t is true that it
purifies and elevates them, but it does
not diminish them in the process; it
incalculably widens them. It cuts off
from our serious attention a vast
amount of inferior writing ; it teaches
us to know the echo from the voice,
the pale imitation from the real thing ;
but while it takes away with one hand
it gives with the other, and gives far
more than it takes away. Criticism is
meant to make us fastidious—fastidi-
ous, that is, as to the quality of any
particular kind of literature; but at
the same time, if it is worth anything,
it extends indefinitely the width of our
sympathies and likings, It tells us
not to admire unreal things and feeble
imitations ; but it also tells us how
many things there are of first-rate
excellence to which our eyes may have
been hitherto sealed. It tells us that
though Shelley may be a greater
poet than Longfellow, yet that an
original Longfellow is worth any num-
ber of imitation Shelleys. It tells us
that to affect to see no excellence in one
kind of literature, because we see a great
deal (or think we do) in some other
more exalted kind ; to wonder what on
earth people ever admired in Pope
because we see a great deal to admire
in Tennyson ; that this is a sign, not
at all of the “higher criticism’’, but
of a very low and poor criticism in-
deed ; and any education in taste that
has ended in diminishing the number
of remarkable writers that we can
derive pleasure from, is shown thereby
to have been no true education, and to
have missed its mark.
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So that you see, after all, I do believe
in what Mr. Aldis Wright called “ sign-
post criticism ”’. He rightly refused to
supply it, because he found that some
young people wanted to pose as critics
before even they understood the mean-
ing of the writer they proposed to
criticize. But there is, I am certain,
a place for it in the teaching of English
literature. It is very salutary for us
all, at a certain stage in our educa-
tion, to be taught that certain writers
are to be treated by us with respect
whether we like it or not. I re
member some years ago a picture in
“Punch”, by Mr. Du Maurier, of a
fashionable lady leading a troop of
daughters, catalogue in hand, into the
opening room of the Royal Academy
Exhibition. “Now,girls!” cheerfully
exclaims the mamma, “now girls!
which are the pictures that we are to
admire ?” Of course the satire is
obvious and just. The mamma wanted
to admire the right pictures, but
to her the “right” pictures meant
those that her most important friends
admired. She wanted, in a word, to
be “in the fashion” in this respect as
in all others. But thereis a right and
a wrong even in matters of taste, and
while our own taste is in the process
of forming, it is of first-rate import-
ance that we should be instructed
upon authority “ what we are to ad-
mire ” ; that we should at least learn
to suspend our dislikes and our preju-
dices till we are in some measure en-
titled to have them. There are cer-
tain writers in our literature who have
come to be called Classics. What
is a classic? A classic is, I suppose,
a writer who has attained, by the con-
tinuousverdict of successive generations
of readers and critics, a certain rank
which individual opinion is of no avail
to disturb. Individual opinion no doubt
very often does resent, openly or si-
lently, the rank thus awarded to a
writer. One of John Leech’s young-
sters, you may remember, confided to
another youngster (his friend) that
he considered even Shakespeare a
much overrated man. And if such
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a stretch of independent judgment
as this be rare, there are certainly
many other authors, of the rank
called classical, whose claims to such
recognition our young men and women
frankly question. Now I conceive that
it is one of the best services the lec-
turer on English literature can render,
to point out that in this, as in some
other matters, the verdict of con-
tinuous generations is more likely to
be right than that of the young man
or woman, however brimming over
with the higher culture. There is a
remark of Mr. Francis Palgrave in the
preface to that delightful book, * The
Golden Treasury ', which it would be
good to instil into the mind of every
student of literature. Speaking of the
principle that had guided him in
making his selections, Mr. Palgrave
added—*“ As he closes this long sur-
vey, the editor trusts he may add
without egotism that he has found the
vague general verdict of popular fame
more just than those have thought,
who, with too severe a criticism, wonld
confine judgments on poetry to ‘the
selécted few of many generations’.
Not many appear to have gained repu-
tation without some gift or performance
that in due degree deserved it ”.

The only limitation I would have
added to Mr. Palgrave’s last sentence is
this—I would have said “not many
appear to have gained reputation, and
kept it, without some performance that
deserved it ”. It takes time to make
any writer a classic. Call no writer
“happy”’, in this respect, until a second
generation at least shall have confirmed
the verdict of the first. And when
changed times and fashions have yet
agreed that this or that writer deserves
the name of a classic, then it is for
individual likings and dislikings to bow
to the opinion of the larger public.
A series of generations is wiser than
any single generation. Of course no
teacher of literature can make his
students ultimately like any particular
author. You can take a horse to the
water, but you cannot make him
drink. You may lead your pupils to
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the refreshing streams of Wordsworth,
and they may sip, and turn away.
You may lead them to Crabbe,
¢ Nature's sternest painter ”’,and they
may refuse even to moisten their lips.
But the teacher may at least give his
students a fair chance and opportunity
to learn what it is in these writers
that has made men admire and love
them; he may warn them that any
writer of individuality has a claim
upon some patience, and some modesty,
in those who approach him as reader
and critic; that he cannot be judged,
or understood, or loved, in an hour, or
a day. The teacher may do good
service by pointing out that if some
of the noblest and profoundest thinkers
of this century have confessed that
they owe more wisdom and happiness
to the poetry of Wordsworth than
they can ever acknowledge, a young
critic should never think that the last
word on the subject is spoken when
he has quoted the opening lines of
the amusing parody in the ¢ Rejected
Addresses.”

You see, ladies and gentlemen, I
am pleading for authority in matters
of literary judgment or taste. I know
that such pleading is likely to fall on
unwilling ears. In the general wave
of anarchy that has passed over our
century, criticism on literature has
not escaped, and the right of every
one to his own opinion, and to re-
construct for himself the catalogue of
authors who are or are not worth
attention, is severely claimed. The
very name of a classic is unpalat-
able to some of the young and ardent,
as implying that it represents the
judgment of old fogeydom, which it
is their mission to correct. A certain
protervity (an intellectual skittishness,
may I translate it?) in the young of
this day resents the accumulated
judgmeént of past generations. The
fact that a writer like Crabbe was a
cherished poet and teacher to minds
and natures so different as Walter
Scott, Jane Austen, John Henry
Newman, Lord Tennyson, and Edward
Fitzgerald, perhaps would bhardly
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weigh with them for a moment in the
scale, against a present verdict which
says that he is gloomy, or monotonous,
or prosaic; or that he is so unlike
Byron or Keats or Rossetti. But once
again I say that in such matters the
accumulated verdict of the finer im-
aginations and intellects of the past is
of first-rate importance in deciding for
us—if not what we should like, at
least what we should ¢ry to like, or at
least to understand the reason of other
people’s liking.

The position, then, at which I have
tried to arrive is this—that the one
object of any teaching of English litera-
ture in schools or colleges is to give
pleasure, and to extend the range of
our pleasures, and that if it fails to
do this, all the incidental and subsi-
diary labour in studying it, misses its
chief pur I do not say that this
labour has been useless. Far from it.
No knowledge is useless. To learn all
about Jonathan Swift—the moral of
his tragic and pathetic story, or the
influence on him of political events of
his time—is full of interest. And we
cannot even attempt to gain an insight
into his genius without taking these
things into account. But we are not
necessarily nearer to enjoying the mar-
vellous literary force, the irony, the
humorous gravity of Swift—by trying
to sound the mystery of poor Stella;
any more than is the young enthusiast
for Shelley nearer to understanding his
idol by qualifying himself to ‘chatter
about Harriet”. To gain pleasure
from Swift, we must read him. A
truism, without doubt ; but as a rule,
truisms are not things that are super-
fluous to say, but things that need
constant reiteration. How many of
those, I would ask, who know a good
deal about Swift, ever read him, except
perhaps portions of a Bowdlerised ¢“Gul-
liver ” in the nursery ¢ I know that he,
like many other writers, must be ap-
proached from the proper side; and it
is another of the privileges of a teacher
of literature to make sure that his
pupils take hold of every author by the
right end—that they do not begin with
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his inferior writings (for every author
has best and worst), or with what is
longest and apt to tire the young
patience. But in any case—an
author must be read. And as, while
we lecture upon an author, we cannot
ensure that he shall be read ; I have
often felt that to read a considerable
portion of an author with a class—
allowing his power or his pathos or
his charm to grow and win upon us as
we went along—is really almost the
only certain way of ensuring that
the writer shall ever produce the good
we seek from him. I know the diffi-
culties in the way ; want of time, the
chief. And then it looks so easy and
so indolent! “Why should I send
my daughter to a class to read a
book’’? asks the aggrieved parent.
“She can do that at home. Why
should I pay that professor to do what
cannot cost him any trouble or pre-
paration —any one can listen to a
pupil reading a book$” Alas! alas!
how little people know! And what is
the consequence? That, to repeat an
illustration I used at the outset of my
lecture, many a young student can
write out a ¢ Life of 8ir John Suck-
ling with dates”, which is not litera-
ture ; and never come to the point of
gaining pleasure from those two or
three charming lyrics which he has
left us, and of perceiving that the
¢ Ballad of a Wedding”, or the song,
“Why so pale and wan, fond Lover 1"
arefor real gaiety, humour,and vitality,
worth nine-tenths of the machine-made
rondeaux and triolets which make up
the vers de société of to-day. And to
understand this, is to have got so far
towards understanding what literature
is, and why certain writings have be-
come classical and certain others have
not. And, to repeat yet once more
what I said at the beginning, the love
of the text may then awaken an in-
terest in the notes. But that process is
not capable of being reversed. ~What
is Sir John Suckling to me otherwise ?

If he be not fair to me—
What care I how fair he be?
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When, some time since, I was
thinking over my treatment of this
subject for this evening, there was
placed in my hands an address by Mr.
Goschen, delivered to this college just
ten years ago, a truly admirable
address, full of wisdom and judgment
put in the most telling way. Some
things that Mr. Goschen said encour-
aged me at once to take the line I had
proposed—notably his warning all
interested in education not to confine
that word to studies that would pro-
duce immediate practical results for
the student when he began the work
of the world — results that would
“pay ”. For certainly English litera-
tare studied for those ends for which
I have maintained this evening it
should be studied, is not a subject that
means money - making or immediate
success in your profession or business.
Even for those who thought of adopt-
ing literature as a profession, I am
afraid that it is not the highest kind of
literature that offers the highest, or at
least the most rapid rewards. And
yet “ we needs must love the highest
when we see it”. But there was one
other part of Mr. Goschen's address
that for a moment, I confess, did make
me feel uncomfortable. For he was
very strong upon the necessity of our
young students “ selecting the severer
as well as the more amusing studies
for their labours”. Yet even here I
was soon reassured ; for I had no inten-
tion of advocating the study of Eng-
lish literature as an amusement. I
have tried this evening to show two
things : (1) that happiness, or joy, as
an end to be sought, is a wholly dif-
ferent—even a wholly opposite thing—
to amusement; and (2) that the
deep and profitable acquaintance with
any great author can only result from
a joint application of brain and heart
that can never be easy, or consist with
the mere instinct of killing time. It
is not, let me say once more, by read-
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ing light literature —the Solomon
Grundys among books that are born
on a Monday and die before their little
week is ont—that we learn to know
good literature from bad.

Education, people say, and rightly, is
to fit us for the work of the world, and
that is best which best fits us for it.
As a mental training, I claim for Eng-
lish literature an important share in
that preparation. But there is a lei-
sure of the world, as well as a work ;
for most men and women have some
hours of respite from the duties that
are primary and urgent. And educa-
tion is surely incomplete that does not
prepare us to make the best of our
leisure as well as of our working days.
I fear I may not have seemed very
practical this evening in my advice or
suggestions. But during some years
in which I have had opportunity of
watching the methods of teaching
literature in schools, I have felt more
and more that one mistake has been
to magnify (as I have put it) the notes
above the text, and to teach round
about the great writers, while all the
time the great writers themselves
leave the young student, if not wearied
and glad to hear the last of them, at
least uninspired by them, and with
taste and discrimination hardly in-
creased in the process. For I have
known those who having learned dur-
ing some years all about Shakespeare,
Chaucer, Bacon, Hooker, have yet
gone away still content to accept A. as
a great poet, B. as a great philoso-
pher, C. as a great orator, and D. asa
master of romance. And yet, for all
my cynical carping, I have maintained
that to learn to criticise justly may
make us fastidious, but cannot make
us narrow ; for it throws open to us
whole mnew worlds of interesting
writers, and of literary pleasures, up
to that time unexplored and unima-
gined.

ALFRED AINGER.
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AMoNGST the many questions of in-
terest with which the Local Govern-
ment Bill was expected to deal, that
of the simplification of the areas of
county and local administration held a
prominent position ; and it may not be
without interest to see what has been
actually achieved, and what still
remains to be done now that the bill
has become law ; more especially as the
subject is intimately bound up with
the future District Councils Bill, for if
the District Councils are to form a
portion of a really homogeneous admi-
nistration, it is impossible they should
be divided between conflicting county
jurisdictions,

In the year previous to the passing
of the Local Government Act, a Par-
liamentary Commission was appointed
to examine the whole question and
to make recommendations. In some
quarters it seems to have been expected
that these recommendations would be
incorporated wholesale in the Local
Government Act, and thereby receive
the force of law ; in others it appears
to have been believed that the Commis-
sioners themselves had the power to
make boundary alterations in some
arbitrary manner. Either idea was
equally wide of the mark. Even before
the days of obstruction, an attempt
to hurry through Parliament a num-
ber of complicated alterations, affect-
ing a mass of local interests and
stirring up inbumerable private jea-
lousies, would have been a task from
which the members of any Govern-
ment might well have shrunk; while
as to the manner in which any Com-
mission, whether statutory or Royal,
was suddenly to be enabled to effect
such vast changes without even pas-
sing their proposal through the formal
stages of a Provisional Order Bill, has
yet to be explained.

- The Government, indeed, showed a
wise discretion in limiting the powers
of the Commission which they appointed
in 1887 to making recommendations ;
and in trusting to time and opportu-
nity gradually to clothe these recom-
mendations with the force of law, in
proportion as the discussion of the sub-
ject had ripened public opinion and
prepared it for change.

Jean Paul tells us, in“ Flegeljahre *,
how the village of Elterlein stood in
two jurisdictions ; how a brook divided
the Baron’s tenantry from the Prince’s
tenantry ; how it altered its channel ;
and how a house belonging to the
Schulz, or village magistrate, which
once stood on its very brink, was in
consequence built out over the boun-
dary, which now parted the roof-tree
—nay, the very ceiling of a single
room—so that his own armchair might
stand subject to two separate jurisdic-
tions. This condition of things the old
Schulz regards as an earthly paradise
of jurisprudence, but as the very
“limbo of administration’. With
pride unspeakable he reflects upon his
table on one side the line and his bed
on the other—his princely sleep and
his baronial repast. The house, he
avers, is just planned for an honest
lawyer — another man would have
wasted its golden opportunities. With
anxious care he maintains to his twin
sons every advantage of his mixed
position. A light rail across the floor
compels each child to sleep and play
on his own side the boundary, thus
reserving a representative in either
camp !

Now the feeling of the old Schulz
of Elterlein in regard to his boundary
is & very common feeling in England.
The inconvenience is admitted, but no
sooner is & proposal made to remove it
than some supposed advantage of the
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existing arrangement is set forth by
interested parties, and opposition is
at once organized to any attempt at
alteration or improvement.

About forty years ago a poor fellow
was killed on the borders of Wiltshire
and Hampshire, in the sight of a hun-
dred men, and an inquest was held on
the body next day, when there was no
lack of witnesses. It was impossible
to discover the name of the man or
whence he had come, or anything about
him, except that he was civil and in-
offensive. There was nothing strange
in that, for he was a harvestman who
had come in for the occasion. But it
was strange, yet quite true, that it
was found impossible to ascertain what
had killed him, in what county he had
been killed, in what county he had
died, and even in what day. It was
at a club feast at Park House Inn, on
the road from Amesbury to Andover,
and standing so directly across the
frontier line between Wilts and Hants
that this was said to pass through the
front door. A hundred fellows were
there the worse for liquor. An Exeter
coach was timed to draw up exactly at
midnight. Just as it was drawing up
a drunken savage knocked the poor
stranger down under the feet of the
leaders, and he was taken up dead.
The belief was that he was knocked
out of one county into another, and
out of one day into another; but
whether the blow killed him or the
horses’ hoofs, and in which county or
day he died, none could say. The
question was carried further. Neither
parish concerned was ready to give
him Christian burial, for it might
“parish” the public-house. He did
receive Christian burial, but the sexton
had to declare that nobody would pay
the fee for digging the grave.! And
yet this state of things still exists,
and the system which stereotyped it
is only just about to be altered.

The county boundaries are un-
doubtedly ancient, although, as the
Commissioners point out in their prin-

! This story appeared in ‘‘The Times” i
1882, ry appeared The Times” in
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cipal Report, there is evidence to show
that they bhave varied in former times
from what they are now.

We have been repeatedl{ uried [they
say] to respect, as far as possible, the ancient
county boundaries, but, while fully recog-
nizing the historical and antiquarian in-
terest attached to them, we are of opinion
that it would be a mistake to assign the
same degree of importance to them all
equally, or to ignore the fact that there is
ample historical evidence of their having
varied from time to time, however difficult
it may be to trace the several stages of the
process. Reference to the best historical
authorities shows that counties in some
cases still correspond with the limits of the
principalities founded by the early English
settlers ; in others the principalities iave
been divided into severs shires, or joined
80 as to form one shire. Kent, Sussex, and
Essex represent whole kingdoms ; whilst
there are other counties which represent
the under-kingdoms of Wessex ; or kinx;g-
doms sometimes united, sometimes parted,
as part of Northumberland and most likely
East Anglia. For Northumberland again,
Yorkshire represents Deira, and the nar-
rower Northumberland represents Bernicia,
less the ecclesiastical principality which
grew up at Durham.

The tradition of the division of England
or parts of England into shires, probably
represents the recognition of ‘pre-existing
facts, rather than a process actually accom-

lished by a particular ruler at a given
Sate. According to Mr. Freeman, subse-
quently to the Danish invasions the Mer-
cian shires were newly mapped out with
reference to a central town in each, and the
consequent contrast between two such
counties as Gloucester and Wiltshire re-
mains to this day. Domesday is the most
authentic record of the early local divisions
of England ; but clearly shows that some
of the existing counties are of a date sub-
sequent to the Conquest, and have been
the result either of events forming part of
the general growth of the kingdom, or of
adjustments coming within the province of
local rather than o% political history.

Domesday leaves out Northumberland
and Durham, although at the time they
were certainly existing divisions. Domes-
day also knows nothing of Cumberland,
‘Westmoreland, and Lancashire ; but in this
case because these are divisions later than
Domesday ; and parts of them, so much of
modern Cumberland and Westmoreland as
was formed into the Earldom of Carlisle,
were not then part of England. The shires

12
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of Cumberland and Westmoreland were
made out of the Earldom of Carlisle, with
the addition of pieces of Yorkshire. Lan-
cashire was madl; out of pieces of Yorkshire
and of that piece of Cheshire which was
somehow separate from the rest, and
situated between the Mersey and Ribble.
. The ’&Wt distribution of territory be-
tween Wales and the shires on the border
dates from the Act of H VIILI. abolish-
ing the Lords Marchers. Rutland figures
in Domesday, with boundaries even nar-
fower than at tl;ze pres%nt day, as an O‘IiIt-
ying portion of Notting e remainder
being in Northampton anltllni‘inwln; Glou-
cestershire includes of what is now in
Monmouth ; and Northampton seems to
have included portions of what are now
in the counties of Warwick, Oxford, Bed-
ford, and Huntingdon. The Domesday
Survey also contains the evidence of the
arbitrary shifting of land, in more than one
instance, from the jurisdiction of one county
to that of another, to suit the convenience
of powerful individuals.

e history of the question may be
summed up by saying that the divisions
of Wessex, East lia, and Northumber-
land are immemorial ; those of Mercia date
from the ninth century ; those of the North-
West from the twelfth century ; and those
of the Welsh border from the sixteenth

century.

On the other hand, the boundaries of
unions, those modern and, as some
1egard them, upstart rivals of the
counties, have now existed with but
slight changes for half a century ; and
any alteration, although not affecting
questions of sentiment in the same
degree as in the case of the counties,
raises far more important financial
considerations.

The ancient intermediate division of
local government [the Commissioners ob-
lsel've,jl which stood between the county
and the parish was the hundred, but a
variety of circumstances gradually caused
the practical disuse in most cases of this
area, and when parishes had to be grouped
for the p of the Poor Law Act of
1834, the Commissioners then appointed
proceeded without much regard either to
these ancient divisions or to the county
boundaries. In mapping out the country
they were evidently influenced by a desire
to form convenient administrative areas ;
though the existence of a workhouse occa-
sionally led them to make a different ar-
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rangement from that which would otherwise
have been the case. Although in some cases
exception may be taken to their decisions,
their work has existed with but few and
slight alterations for half a century. Mean-
while, numerous fresh duties, of a glum
municipal character, amongst others those
of local assessment, and sanitary and edu-
catilclmal authority, and 1;1 somb(:ae instances of

ighway management, have been given to
ltlllzg gua{'dians outside the limits ogfl urban
authorities, and they have also rhade large
use of the borrowing powers conferred
upon them by successive Acts of Parlia-
ment.

The reform.of the areas of local
administration is, in fact, a matter
which, like economy, is admired by
everybody in the abstract, but meets
with endless difficulties in detail. In
only three counties, viz., Wiltshire,
Hampshire, and Kent had any serious
effort been made, previous to 1887, to
simplify them; but the extensive
changes carried out in those counties,
under various permissive Acts relating
to poor-law unions, highways, and
petty sessional divisions, and parishes,
required no less than ten years to
overcome the entrenched prejudices
with which they had to contend ; and
by 1889 they had reached the farthest
point possible in the circumstances
of the day, as the necessity of altering
the county boundaries in certain cases
in order to accomplish the objects
aimed at made further progress impos-
sible; no power of altering a county
boundary having existed under the
legislation anterior to 1889, except by
private Act of Parliament.

The changes, however, carried out
in these counties showed at least that
gradual reform was more likely to
succeed than more ambitious projects
dealing with the whole question at
once. Even in France, the country
par excellence of administrative uni-
formity and centralization, the im-
provement of administrative areas
meets with unlooked-for difficulties.
Only the other day the “Temps” con-
tained an amusing account of the suc-
cessful defiance of the Council-General
of the Hante-Marne by the smallest
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commune in France—Morteau—which
it was proposed to merge in the neigh-
bouring commune of Andelot.

Morteau boasts neither inn nor
tavern—neither post-office nor town-
hall. There is no doctor and no priest
—no butcher and no baker. The
whole population is estimated at
twelve. Even houses are few—only
an old ckdteau of the sixteenth century,
with loop-holes and turrets, tiles and
weathercocks, and a disused chapel
somewhere in the woods. There
are hills too, right and left—Cote-
au-Diable and Combe-2-I'Ane —and
a rivulet, Rognon, winding with its
fringe of willow and poplar through
the barley-fields. As to that popula-
tion of twelve—there is Farmer Jean
Gueux-Malardot, with wife and two
children ; and there is Brulet, the
wood-cutter, with two children and
wife ; there is Mayor Benoit, notary
in Andelot, and Thivet, farmer
in Sarcicourt, the two last-named
merely politically domiciled in Morteau
and actually residing elsewhere. The
communal budget attains to the
proportions of £15 13s. 0id.! But
Morteau dates back to days when St.
Sulpice worked wonders in its wood-
land chapel; to days of feudal tenure
from the Lords of Andelot ; to newly-
coined communeship in 1792, when
forges, blazing on the banks of Rognon,
invested the spot with a transitory im-
portance ; and when at last, in 1843,
the Conseil-Général proposed merging
its identity in that of its meighbour,
Morteau met the proposal by an ener-
getic opposition, and, heartily seconded
by Andelot itself the tiny commune
won the day !

The Boundary Commissioners had
to make recommendations so as to
secure that no urban district, union,
or parish should be situate in more
than one county; they had also to
inquire as to the best mode of dealing
with those cases where a town was
blessed, or cursed, with the existence
of both a Town Council and a Local
Board with conflicting urban areas; and
in connection with their recommenda-
tions on the above subjects, they were
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enabled to make any consequential or
incidental suggestions which might be
deemed fairly to arise out of their
schemes.

The Report of the Commissioners
was presented to the Local Govern-
ment Board on July b5th, 1888,
and laid before Parliament, with its
accompanying maps and schemes deal-
ing with each case separately.

In regard to the urban districts
situate in more than one county, the
Commissioners recommended that,
every divided district should, with
certain exceptions, be in future deemed
to be within the county which con-
tained the largest portion of the
population. This recommendation was
adopted by the 50th section of the
Local Government Act, but without
making any exception ; and some dis-
satisfaction has already arisen in places
where an alteration of the urban dis-
trict rather than of the county bound-
ary would have been the wiser alter-
native. An impression prevailed in
many quarters, though why it is diffi-
cult to see, that the operation of the
50th section was limited to the first
election of County Councils, and did
not affect questions of rating and juris-
diction. The advantage of settling
the question somehow is Mr. Ritchie’s
best excuse for the summary procedure
adopted. Yet if we consider that some
of the most difficult cases before the
Commissioners (a8 the areas, though
small in acreage, represented a very
large ratable value) were dealt with
in this clause, the extreme ease with
which it was acceplted by Parliament
was certainly remarkable, and may
possibly have been owing to the mis-
apprehension just mentioned.! The
voice of Mr. Warmington, Q.C., M.P.,
was alone heard mourning (and in

1 These boroughs were Abingdon, Banbury,
Barnard Castle, Barnet, Brynmawr, Burton-
on-Trent, Cardigan, Crowle, Dudley, Ebbw
Vale, Filey, Haverhill, Hinckley, Hyde,
Llandrillo-yn-Rhos, Malton, Market Har-
borough, Mossley, Newmarket, New Mills,
Oxford, Peterborough, Redditch, Rhyl,
Rhgmney, Stallybridge, Stamford, Stockport,
Sudbury, Tamworth, Thetford, Todmorden,
Tredegar, Warrington, and Yarmouth.
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vain) in the wilderness of a Committee
of the whole House, deaf to his lamen-
tations, over the transfer from Mon-
mouth of the portion of the town of
Brynmawr therein situate, into the
adjacent county of Brecon.

In regard to the class of cases in
which both Town Council and Local
Board were found to exist in the same
town, the Commissioners recommended
(here again with certain exceptions)
that in future the Local Board area
should be that of the municipal borough
—assuming the Local Board to be
itself dissolved in consequence.! The
Local Government Board, by the 52nd
clause of the Act, took powers to issue
provisional orders dealing separately
with each case of this class, and several
Provisional Order Bills, substantially
adopting the schemes of the Commis-
sioners, have already passed through
Parliament this session. A few of
the more difficult cases still remain
under consideration ; as, for example,
‘Wenlock, that interesting rural bo-
rough which, octopus-like, as if hold-
ing in its claws four Local Boards to
devour them, still baffles the reforming
hand of the President of the Local
Government Board.

The last and most important class
of cases remains to be mentioned—that
in which poor-law unions and rural
sanitary districts (which may be
treated as identical) are situated in
more than one county. These divided
unions originated either in the exist-
ence of a town on the borders of two
counties, forming the natural adminis-
trative centre of the surrounding dis-
trict, or in the exemption (for reasons
at the time perhaps cogent) of detached
parts of counties from the operation of
those Acts of Parliament passed sub-
sequently to the Reform Bill of 1832,
which, as a rule, merged such outlying
pieces in the counties by which they
were completely surrounded.

These exemptions were unfortun-
ately numerous, especially on the

1 These towns were Banbury, Blandford,
Calne, Chippenham, Faversham, Folkestone,
Launceston, Lyme Regis, Lymington Mor-
peth, Oxford, St. Ives, and Wenlock.
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borders of Warwick, Worcester, and
Gloucester. The map prepared by
General Owen Jones, the able Secre-
tary to the Commissioners, which ac-
companies their Report, shows at a
glance the extraordinary character of
the administrative arrangements on
the borders of those counties, and
might create some doubt in the mind
of the intelligent foreigner whether
we are really the most practical of
nations.

The isolated portion of the county
of Flint in Wales, lying on the Eng-
lish side of the Dee, and surrounded
on three sides by Shropshire and on one
by Denbigh, is another and a similar
case. Here, however, in addition to
the questions ordinarily affecting the
alterations of county boundaries, are
further involved such complications as
in days of Eistedfodds, tithe-wars,
and national sentiment are likely to
be raised by a transfer of territory
from Wales to England. But perhaps
the best example possible of the sort
of difficulty which attends the reforma-
tion of areas is afforded by those
southern slopes which, while geographi-
cally within the borders of Brecon, are
yet cut off from the remainder of that
county by the formidable range of the
Brecon mountains, and have therefore
found their natural place in the unions
of Glamorganshire. Every considera-
tion of common sense and of adminis-
trative convenience, especially for the
poorer classes, pointed to the necessity
of transferring these parishes to Gla-
morgan. Unfortunately the inhabi-
tants of Brecon regard those of
Glamorgan as an inferior folk, and
the cry also went forth that, if the
transfer took place, the shepherds
would lose their commonage on the
Brecon mountains ; why or wherefore
nobody even tried to explain. Never-
theless, the cry wasa very well devised
one, and excited great indignation
against the Commissioners.

The whole question, indeed, involved
in the case of the divided unions is
one of true administrative convenience
against local prejudice, and what the
Commission had to do was somehow
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to find & common denominator for the
two. This was discovered in the ap-
plication (in an amended form) of a
plan first suggested now several years
ago by that eminent public servant,
the late Mr. Andrew Doyle, one of Her
Majesty’'s poor-law inspectors. He was
able before his death to place before
the Commissioners his views for the
formation of what is termed the “ con-
tributory ”’ union, t.e. a union locally
situated in one county, yet sending its
indoor poor, on a fixed payment per
head, to the workhouse of a union
situated in an adjacent county, whose
buildings it is likewise entitled to use
for purposes of business and for meet-
ings. Accordingly, in most cases where
the area of a union lay tolerably equally
in two counties, its division was recom-
mended into two separate unions, on
this side and on that of the county
boundary line, and whichever of these
two might chance to contain the build-
ings originally contributed at the com-
mon cost of both, it was now suggested,
should be ordered to allow the use of
them for the reception of the poor and
for the administrative purposes of its
neighbour.

The alternatives, it is pointed out
by the Commissioners in their Report,
which presented themselves in the first
instance, in order to comply with the
terms of the Act of Parliament, were
either to recommend the amalgamation
of the foreign portions of unions and
rural sanitary districts, in whole or in
part, with some other union or sani-
tary district in the same geographical
county, or to alter the county bound-
ary, or to make some combination of
these plans. Owing to the rapid deve-
lopment of railways, the great im-
provement in the roads of the country,
and to other causes, many local centres
are now easy of access which were not
80 in 1834, and there are now in con-
sequence facilities for bringing the
union boundaries, without hardship
to the poor, or inconvenience to the
ratepayers, within the existing county
boundary for union purposes, which
did not exist at the time when the
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unions were laid out. They conse-
quently recommendedin many instances
the annexation of the overlapping
parishes of one union, or of some of
them, to another union in the same
county, without any disturbance of
the county boundary. In all cases
they attached great weight to the
opinion and wishes of the inhabitants
themselves of the areas affected, and
where these did not conflict with the
general principles by which they were
guided, they endeavoured to give effect
to them. But while a simple altera-
tion of county or union boundary, as
the case may be, might have appeared
to offer a solution of the problems with
which they had to deal, they had also
to consider whether in a large number
of the more important cases it might
not be possible to proceed by an inter-
mediate plan; and being anxious to
carry out the duties imposed upon
them by Parliament with as little
disturbance as possible of existing
arrangements, they recommended the
formation in many cases of * contri-
butory unions,” as described above,
especially in those instances where a
county boundary is found to cut an
existing union into two nearly equal
moieties, such moieties being compared
as regards area, value, and population.

“This arrangement”’, the Commis-
sioners observe, * appears to combine
the advantages of securing to the
inhabitants the continued use of the
centre to which they are accustomed
for union purposes, with; the main-
tenance, in substance, of the county
boundary ”; and they then pro-
ceed to explain that only in those
cases where none of the alternative
courses just mentioned enabled them
to carry out the duty imposed upon
them by Parliament have they recom-
mended the alteration of the county
boundary. The result of this course
is that the alterations of county
boundary proposed have been reduced
to a minimum.

In a few cases the Commissioners,
availing themselves of the powers
granted them of making recommenda-
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tions auxiliary to the schemes neces-
sary for the removal of the immediate
ovils with which they were directed
to deal, suggested the union of several
very small parishes, with populations
of less than one hundred, with neigh-
bouring parishes, as already recom-
mended by two Committees of the
House of Commons.

Theopposition which in numerous in-
stances these recommendations evoked
is the best proof of how delicate and
difficult a matter is the re-arrangement
of areas.

The sort of scene usual at a rural
boundary meeting in a case like this
is easily described. The vicar takes
the chair, arriving hot with indigna-
tion. Somebody has told him that
one at least of the Commissioners is
a Radical; and it has actually been
whispered in his ear that one of the
Assistant Commissioners is a Noncon-
formist—nay, even a Welsh Noncon-
formist. Evidently there is a plan on
foot for running away with the tithes,
and for appropriating the contents
of the poor-box; so let every good
Churchman rush to the front. The
vicar accordingly opens the proceed-
ings, not with prayer, but with an
attack on the Commissioners, and on
a weak-kneed Conservative Govern-
ment which has allowed itself to be
deluded by Radical wiles into “re-
moving our ancient landmarks” ; a
phrase which never fails to bring
down the house at a parish meeting.
The vicar is followed by the practical
man of the parish, the local Chancellor
of the Exchequer, who proves to his
own satisfaction that the whole object
of the proposal is to increase the
rates, and that they will be un-
doubtedly increased by at least six-
pence in the pound. At this, a cold
shiver runs through the assembly.
Then a choleric man (generally armed
with a large umbrella) declares that
to his certain knowledge the whole
scheme is a ‘“got up” affair for
diminishing the rates of one or two
powerful and rich individuals ; where-
upon he casts a gloomy look in a
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particular direction, presumably in-
dicating the spot where these un-
popular personages reside. On this
follows a suppressed murmur of indig-
nation. The churchwarden, however,
expresses the opinion that it is all a
plan for forcing a School Board on the
reluctant community, and declines to
be comforted by the information that
the Act has nothing to do with
School Boards. * So much the wus for
the Act”, retorts the churchwarden,
“ that's what I sez’’—a statement the
splendid irrelevancy of which, it is
needless to say, excites loud applause.
Next there is the man who asks
questions : “ How about they Burial
Acts?” ¢ Are we to have a District
Council here$” ¢ Perhaps this gen-
tleman from Lunnon can tell us
summat about that?” And so on.
Now comes the turn of the county
man : “I was born in Blankshire, and
I hope I may die there ” (loud cheers).
He is followed by the clerk to the
Guardians, who declares on their be-
half their undying attachment to the
union, the administration of which is
the admiration of the civilized world !
At last from a back bench somebody
expresses the real sense of the meeting :
“We doant want nowt done at all !
At this stage the Assistant Commis-
sioner, if prudent, closes the meeting,
and taking a respectful leave of his
audience, returns to the place whence
he came.

The Local Government Act takes
power for giving effect to the recom-
mendations of the Commissioners in
the following manner :(—Section 63
enacts that every Report of the Boun-
dary Commissioners shall be laid before
the County Council of every county
and county borough affected, and “it
is made their duty to make repre-
gentations to the Local Government
Board, as they think expedient, for
adjusting the boundaries of their
county, and of the other areas of
local government partly situate in
their county, with a view to securing
that no such area shall be situate in
more than one county.”
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Till November 5th, 1889, the County
Councils had an undivided power of
ing representations. If, however,
by that date no representation has
been made by them, the Local Go-
vernment Board, by section 54, is
given a concurrent power to step in;
but any proposal to alter a county
boundary is to have no effect unless
confirmed by Parliament. The Local
Government Board already has power,
under the Poor-Law Acts, to form
or to add to, to take from or to dis-
solve unions ; and (outside the metro-
polis) to combine them and constitute
a joint committee of Guardians, though
in all these cases, if there is local
opposition to the proposals made, the
orders of the Local Government Board
require Parliamentary sanction, which
is generally given by means of a
Provisional Order Bill. Otherwise the
matter is dealt with by a sealed order,
which issues administratively without
requiring further sanction. It may
be observed that the plan of the Com-
missioners for the formation of con-
tributory unions, is not an entirely
untried one, as it exists in practice
in the case of two unions in Suffolk,
which send their poor to the work-
house of the neighbouring unions.

The Act also contains the following
further enactments relating to bounda-
ries. Under the 57theection the County
Council is empowered to set the Local
Government Board in motion in regard
to the alteration of the boundaries of
parishes and sanitary districts® other
than boroughs ; and by sections 59 (c)
and 100, the “administrative "’ county
is distinguished from the ‘ political ”
county, so as to avoid the work of
the simplification of areas being dis-
turbed by the jealousies of political
wire-pullers. The 68th section of
the Act so extends the powers of
the Board as to authorize the divi-
sion of & union which is in two
counties into two unions for all pur-
poses except the maintenance of the

1 The Counr:;iy Council has consequently no
power in regard to unions beyond those given

under s. 58.
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common workhouse and the indoor
poor ; and the 60th section expressly
provides that in every alteration of
boundaries effected under the authority
of the Act, care shall be taken that,
so far as is practicable, the boundaries
of any one area of local government
shall not intersect the boundaries of
any other area of local government.
It would be premature as yet to
decide whether the recommendations
of the Boundary Commissioners have
met with the approval of the County
Councils, to which, as shownabove, they
have been referred ; the date, Novem-
ber 5th, 1889, up to which the Councils
had an exclusive jurisdiction in regard
to them, being only just past. It may
be expected that the Local Govern-
wment Board will, at the proper time,
furnish Parliament with information
on this head. But from such informa-
tion as can be gleaned from the reports
of the proceedings of the Councils, it
would appear that, on the whole, they
have been well received; and that
the alteration of the union bounda-
ries by the formation of contributory
unions meets with especial approval.
In regard to the proposed alterations
of county boundaries, there is of course
a tendency on the part of the counties
to which the Commissioners proposed
making additions to enact the part of
the “land-grabber ”, and support the
proposal ; and an equally natural ten-
dency on the part of those counties
which would be losers by a transfer
of territory, to oppose the measure.
Thus the Commissioners proposed to
transfer certain parishes in the union
of Worksop from Nottinghamshire to
Derbyshire. This proposal is objected
to by the County Council of the former
county and supported by that of the
latter. On the other hand, in some
cases the zeal of particular counties
has outstripped that of the Commis-
sioners. = Thus the Commissioners
recommended that the parishes in the
Isle of Axholme, in Lincolnshire,
should be made into a separate union
in that county—a proposal very popu-
lar in this peculiar district. Mean-
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while, the County Council of the West
Riding have proposed instead to annex
them to Yorkshire, thus making the
River Trent the boundary line between
the two counties, a proposal to which
the Lincolnshire County Council
demurs, Cases of agreement, however,
are not wanting ; thus the Wiltshire
County Council having reported in
favour of the whole of the recom-
mendations of the Commissionersaffect-
ing their own and the neighbouring
counties, these recommendations have
been referred to the County Councils
of the latter by the Local Government
Board, and have met with no opposi-
tion. :
The principal difficulty of the situa.
tion lies in the fact that while it is
desirable to bring the areas of local
government in each county within
the county boundary, because it is
wished to establish administrative re-
lations between the District Councils
and the County itself, the former
bodies have not as yet been actually
born into existence. Everybody must
indeed wish to see the question of
areas settled before the passing of
the District Councils Bill, as not
only would this step greatly reduce the
difficulties of the Parliamentary situa-
tion, but it would also enable many
matters of administration to be at
once handed over with perfect ease to
the District Councils, which otherwise

County Landmarks.

might have to be omitted from the
Bill ; as was the case in the District
Council clauses of the Local Govérn-
ment Bill, which, mainly for thatreason,
had to be abandoned as being trivial
and nugatory. But on the other hand,
it is always difficult to persuade public
bodies, such as the County Councils, to
initiate administrative changes, how-
ever desirable in themselves, in view
of a measure which is not actually
before them ; and it is possible that
the boundary question ‘will not be
finally settled till the moment has
finally come for passing a strong |
District Councils Bill, which will per-
haps deal with local susceptibilities in -
regard to boundaries generally, in the
same rough-and-ready manner as that
in which Mr. Ritchie dealt with the
divided urban districts. That, how-
ever, a more gradual method of opera-
tion would be better, and much practi-
cal inconvenience be thereby avoided
cannot be doubted ; and as it does not
appear likely that the District Councils
Bill is to be heard of again for some
time, the next few years can be use-
fully employed by the Local Govern-
ment Board in settling the boundary
question by a cautious yet firm appli-
cation of thcse powers which Parlia-
ment has given to it with that object
under the Act of 1888.

EpMoND FITZMAURICE.



A BALLAD OF EAST AND WEST.

KamaAL is out with twenty men to raise the Border side,
And he has lifted the Colonel’s mare that is the Colonel’s pride :
He has lifted her out of the stable-door between the dawn and the day,
And turned the calkins upon her feet, and ridden her far away.
Then up and spoke the Colonel’s son that led a troop of the Guides:
¢ Is there never a man of all my men can say where Kamal hides §”
Then up and spoke Mahommed Khan, the son of the Ressaldar,
“If yo know the track of the morning-mist, ye know where his pickets are.
“ At dusk he harries the Abazai—at dawn he is into Bonair—
“ But he must go by Fort Monroe to his own place to fare,
<« 8o if ye gallop to Fort Monroe as fast as a bird can fly,
“ By the favour of God ye may cut him off ere he win to the Tongue of Jagai.
“ But if he be passed the Tongue of Jagai, right swiftly turn ye then,
“For the length and the breadth of that grisly plain is sown with Kamal's
men.”

. The Colonel's son has taken a horse, and a raw rough dun was he,

‘With the mouth of a bell and the heart of Hell and the head of the gallows-
tree.
The Colonel’s son to the Fort has won, they bid him stay to eat—
‘Who rides at the tail of a Border thief, he sits not long at his meat.
He’s up and away from Fort Monroe as fast as he can fly,
Till he was aware of his father’s mare in the gut of the Tongue of Jagai,
Till he was aware of his father's mare with Kamal upon her back,
And when he could spy the white of her eye, he made the pistol crack.
He has fired once, he has fired twice, but the whistling ball went wide.
“Ye shoot like a soldier,” Kamal said. ¢ Show now if ye can ride.”
It’s up and over the Tongue of Jagai, as blown dust-devils go,
The dun he fled like a stag of ten, but the mare like a barren doe.
The dun he leaned against the bit and slugged his head above,
But the red mare played with the snaffle-bars as a lady plays with a glove. |
They have ridden the low moon out of the sky, their hoofs drum up the dawn,
The dun he went like a wounded bull, but the mare like a new-roused fawn.
The dun he fell at a water-course—in a woful heap fell he,—
And Kamal has turned the red mare back, and pulled the rider free.
He has knocked the pistol out of his hand—small room was there to strive—
“’Twas only by favour of mine,” quoth he, ¢ ye rode so long alive ;
“There was not a rock for twenty mile, there was not a clump of tree,
*“ But covered a man of my own men with his rifle cocked on his knee.
“If I had raised my bridle-hand, as I have held it low,
“The little jackals that flee so fast were feasting all in a row ;
“Tf I had bowed my head on my breast, as I have held it high,
“ The kite that whistles above us now were gorged till she could not fly.”
Lightly answered the Colonel's son :—* Do good to bird and beast,

“ But count who come for the broken meats before thou makest a feast.
“If there should follow a thousand swords to carry my bones away,
¢ Belike the price of a jackal's meal were more than a thief could pay.
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*¢ They will feed their horse on the standing crop, their men on the garnered
rain,
“The tlgmtch of the byres will serve their fires when all the cattle are slain.
“But if thou thinkest the price be fair, and thy brethren wait to sup,
“The hound is kin to the jackal-spawn,—howl, dog, and call them up !
¢ And if thou thinkest the price be high, in steer and gear and stack,
“ Give me my father's mare again, and I'll fight my own way back!”
Kamal has gripped him by the hand and set him upon his feet.
“ No talk shall be of dogs,” said he, “ when wolf and grey wolf meet.
“May I eat dirt if thou hast hurt of me in deed or breath.
“'What dam of lances brought thee forth to jest at the dawn with Death "
Lightly answered the Colonel’s son : “ I hold by the blood of my clan ;
“Take up the mare for my father’s gift—she will carry no better man!”
The red mare ran to the Colonel’s son, and nuzzled against his breast,
““ We be two strong men,” said Kamal then, ¢ but she loveth the younger best.
3o she shall go with a lifter's dower, my turquoise-studded rein,
4 My broidered saddle and saddle-cloth, and silver stirrups twain.”
The Colonel’s son & pistol drew and held it muzzle-end,
“Ye have taken the ome from a foe,” said he; ““will ye take the mate from
a friend 1"
« A gift for a gift,” said Kamal straight; “a limb for the risk of a limb.
¢ Thy father has sent his son to me, I'll send my son to him ! ”
‘With that he whistled his only son, that dropped from a mountain-crest—
He trod the ling like a buck in spring and he looked like a lance in rest.
“ Now here is thy master,” Kamal said, “ who leads a troop of the Guides,
‘ And thou must ride at his left side as shield to shoulder rides.
«Till Death or I cut loose the tie, at camp and board and bed,
“Thy life is his—thy fate it is to guard him with thy head.
«¢ And thou must eat the White Queen’s meat, ard all her foes are thine,
« And thou must harry thy father's hold for the peace of the Border-line,
¢ And thou must make a trooper tough and hack thy way to power—
‘ Belike they will raise thee to Ressaldar when I am hanged in Peshawur.”
They have looked each other between the eyes, and there they found no
fault,
They have taken the Oath of the Brother-in-Blood on leavened bread and salt ;
They have taken the Oath of the Brother-in-Blood on fire and fresh-cut sod,
On the hilt and the haft of the Khyber knife, and the Wondrous Names of
God.
The Colonel’s son he rides the mare and Kamal’s boy the dun,
And two have come back to Fort Monroe where there went forth but one.
And when they drew to the Quarter-Guard, full twenty swords flew clear— *
There was not & man but carried his feud with the blood of the mountaineer.
“Ha' done! ha’' done!” said the Colonel’s son. ¢ Put up the steel at your
sides !
¢ Last night ye had struck at a Border thief—to-night ’tis & man of the
Guides ! "’

Oh, east i3 east, and west 18 west, and never the two shall meet
Till earth and sky stand presently at God's great Judgment Seat.
But there 18 neither east nor west, border or breed or birth,

When two strong men stand face to face, though they come from the ends of the
earth.

Y ussur.
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A NEW EL DORADO.

Tue report lately furnished to the
Foreign Office by the Secretary of the
British Legation in Mexico on the
recent discovery of gold at Santa
Clara in Lower California, will attract
attention to this outlying province of
Mexico, which is, geographically speak-
ing, isolated from the rest of the Re-
public, and is distinctively known as
a Territory. It comprises the narrow
peninsula which, starting at the limit
of the United States a few miles south
of San Diego, stretches down to Cape
San Lucas at its southern extremity.
On the one side is the Pacific Ocean,
on the other the Gulf of California,
the peninsula being joined to conti-
nental Mexico only by the narrow
neck of land along the boundary line.
This comparative isolation has kept
the country practically outside the
range of the ordinary enquirer, and
while its climate has been lauded to
the utmost by such a keen observer as
Agassiz, its mineral and other re-
sources bave never been fully explored.
And now a reckless rush of more than
three thousand men over the United
States frontier, already overrun with
unemployed colonists, and reports
grossly exaggerated, as they in the
first instance undoubtedly were, of the
richness of the discoveries, have for
the moment brought into prominence
a possible new field for British enter-
prise and colonization.

The good that a really large dis-
covery of gold would bring, not only
to the discoverers but to all those
who are now suffering from the exces-
sive depreciation of silver, justifies a
closer look at this report, and at the
country from which it comes. And
when gold is taken in conjunction
with California, and with a part of
California which is as yet but little
known, the mind is insensibly pre-

pared for something real, something
tangiblee. To this the success of
American California as an agricultural
country lends some strength ; and men
more quietly prudent than the average
gold-seeker may ask themselves if the
country may mnot be good, if not for
gold-mining, then possibly for some-
thing else.

Unless the country has really ex-
ceptional advantages to offer, the time
for such an enquiry is hardly a pro-
pitious one ; but it will be more likely
on that account to be searching and
real. Two companies incorporated
under royal charter are already
opening British East Africa and the
Niger, and are making substantial
progress: & third charter has just
been promised to another company for
the colonization of the land to the
north of Bechuanaland in South
Africa ; and North Borneo is rapidly
receiving similar encouragement. It
is therefore very necessary for in-
tending settlers to examine for them-
selves, especially in the face of the ex-
aggerated reports which are for various
reasons promulgated regarding new
countries, the comparative advantages
which they have to offer. And it will
also be most especially prudent and
necessary for them,in the first instance,
to examine themselves. For, however
good a country may be, unless the
colonist has in himself the proper ele-
ments of success—and these we may
note are the same in all countries—he
had far better remain where he is.
The effect of the reports of gold-mines,
extraordinary yields of corn and the
profits to be realised therefrom, resi-
dence in & land where the olive and
the orange afford perennial produce,
obscure the field of vision. The atten-
tion is diverted from the consideration
of what ought to be the initial factor
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—namely, the competency of the set-
tler—and the failures of the old country
are repeated in the new. Hence it is
that we hear the probably true re-
mark that on the average, ventures in
a new country, if successful, that is
comparatively successful, may yield an
interest of from five to six per cent. ;
and hence it is that the capital of
settlers in a new country goes to
swell the profits of the original pos-
sessors of the soil, and in no way to
benefit themselves. Such men, if they
exist at all, are after a time found in
the hopeless position of shepherds,
boundary-riders, and what not, on
estates which were once their own.
A common cause of this lamentable
but oft-repeated descent is the early
investment of too much capital, too
much, that is, in proportion to the
resources of the settler. Itisa golden
rule to invest no capital at all without
personal knowledge of the security of
the investment. And it is also a
golden rule, and ome not inferior in
practical value to the former, to work
as a servant first in a country where
one hopes ultimately to be a master.
Speaking generally, it is ordinary
prudence not to lay out more than a
third of one’s available capital at
first. And it is again ordinary pru-
dence not to lay out any capital at
all before residing at least one year
in the country of one’s adoption. To
leave no margin of capital for pos-
sible misadventure and miscalculation,
to invest this capital in a hap-hazard
manner on second-hand information
or interested advice, are actions which
equally court and generally achieve
failure. As for the folly, the crime
rather, of entrusting capital to a
young fellow, be he a son or be he a
ward, on his first arrival, on this it
should be unnecessary to insist.

Still there must be some inherent
advantages in a country to make it
worth while going to at all, and it may
be well for us to glance at what these
are likely to be in the province of
which we are now speaking.

First as regards the climate. It
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is difficult to see how a dictum such as
that of Agassiz can be generally
accurate. His observation was taken
from a short stay at or near the thirty-
second parallel ; but looking to the
length of the peninsula, which stretches
through ten degrees of latitude from
32° 40 to 22° 40', it will be clear that
there must be a tropical, or semi-
tropical region, as well as a temperate
one. Moreover, the centre of the
country is traversed by a mountain-
ridge rising to some 4,600 feet above
the sea-level, and clothed to a ter
or less degree with forest. 'We should
naturally expect,as is in effect the case,
this forest-clad backbone to cause two
climates, that on the Pacific coast,
lying open to the sea-breezes, being
appreciably more temperate than that
on the side which slopes to the Gulf of
Mexico. There must be a wrong as
well as a right part in which to settle.

And this distinction is emphasized
by a consideration of the next matter,
which directly affects the climate, and
is of still greater importance in its
bearing not only on health, but on
actual existence,—1I mean the rain-fall.
Sir Francis Denys, the writer of the
official report, while informing the
Foreign Office that mines and minerals
do undoubtedly exist in the country,
is careful to add that according to the
information which he has received it
is improbable, owing to the almost
total absence of water except at Real
del Castillo, the real gold-region of
Lower California, that for mining pur-
poses at least they can be worked with
much success. What about the water-
supply? Can it be obtained at all,
and 1f so from natural resources, or
must these be supplemented by arti-
ficial aid?} If by the latter, what -
will be the initial cost of the land, the
outlay on irrigation if necessary being
taken into account before it is fit for
cultivation

To answer these questions we must
go to such statistics as are available
for our information. And we shall
again expect to find considerable diver-
gence according to the latitude in
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which observations are taken. To
begin with those taken under the most
favourable conditions available, we
find that the average annual rain-fallat
the chief town of the upper portion
of the province—for it possesses a
northern as well as a southern
capital, where a register has been
kept for the past ten years—is stated
to be 22°69 inches; but it must be
remembered that this rain-fall rapidly
diminishes a8 we go southwards, so
rapidly indeed that in the lower
portion of the peninsula we find a
practically rainless region.

In Lower California,—I am now
speaking of that part of the United
States territory which is more com-
monly known by that name, and which
is immediately above the particular
object of our consideration—the most
bappy results have followed a liberal
outlay on works of irrigation. And
we all know what has been done in
this way for India. It would be un-
fair to predict the success or otherwise
of irrigation schemes, such for instance
as those recently begun in the colony
of Victoria, which were in fact ini-
tiated by two former settlers in Cali-
fornia, if activly pushed in what we
shall for the sake of distinction here
call Peninsula California. Construc-
tive works across the necks of cafions
and valleys could doubtless be made,
and seeing the small volume of water
which is to be dealt with, these do not
call for the exercise of much engineer-
ing skill, nor for the outlay of large
sums of money. Much may also be
done by the sinking of Artesian wells
in a country where water is said to be
readily obtained at a few feet below
the surface. But no such grand river
as the Murray, which yields its waters
to the assistance of the projectors of
the Irrigation Company of Victoria,
exists in this part of Mexico. Nor are
there found the mighty annual floods
of the Indus or the Cauvery. Indeed
the rivers, which are numerous but
small, appear to have a wayward habit
of disappearing underground, and in
fow instances only reach the sea by
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any visible channel. In their adapt-
ability therefore to schemes of ir-
rigation, they will evidently require
some humouring. As for the cost of
the irrigated land, this must so be
fixed as to attract a working and
useful population.

So far, then, this Mexican province
has been for the most part unexplored
or neglected, and remains at present,
except for this spasmodic inroad of
needy miners, practically uninhabited.
But it must not be understood that
there have been no attempts made to
colonise it. On the contrary, settle-
ments have been made by the Jesuit
Fathers and their successors from the
earliest times, and traces of their
occupation remain in the ancient olive-
groves and orchards which still exist
on the sites of their labours, while
several industries, such as pearl-fishing,
the exploiting of lime and guano, the
collection of orchilla—this last a most
successful enterprise but practically in
the hands of one individual—have been
more or less actively prosecuted. But
the concessions previously made by the
government to companies or to indi-
viduals appear to have been forfeited ;
enterprise has been undertaken in
wrong directions ; mines have proved
unprofitable, or the supply of fuel
necessary for smelting the ore has

. become exhausted,—the fact at any
rate remains as stated.

The upper portion of the peninsula,
which in itself comprises a territory
somewhat larger in superficial area
than Ireland, has changed hands
many times. And it is in this por-
tion, which according to the report is
now in the hands of British capi-
talists, that the gold-mines have been
discovered. This does not, however,
necessarily mean that the mines are
the property of the owners of the
surface soil ; for in Mexico mines are
practically the property of the dis-
coverer, provided that he ¢ denounces’’
them in the prescribed form. The
denouncement may be made either by
title of discovery, or of abandonment,
or of forfeiture of the rights of a
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previous owner. And in all these
cases if no effective opposition or valid
objection be raised within three weeks
from the date of the publication of
the denouncement, the denouncer is
confirmed in possession of the mine.
He may then occupy the land, although
it be private property, to the extent
necessary to open shafts, construct
buildings, roads, &c. He is further
entitled to the amount of land required
for the passage of the workmen and
animals which he employs, and to the
use of the waters which it may con-
tain, or which may pass through it, for
drinking both by workmen and ani-
mals, as well as for the driving of the
machinery erected for the development
of the mine. Mills have already been
erected on the most promising mines
by their respective owners; and it is
possible that some of them, if owned
by experienced men with funds suffi-
cient to develope their property and
able to wait for dividends, may suc-
ceed. There are taxes also to meet,
and besides fixed duties on exporta-
tion, into the details of which we need
not enter here. There is, however,
the off-chance of finding quicksilver,
coal, and iron mines, all of which
experts declare may be expected to
exist. And all of these, according to
the provisions of the mining-code, are

exempt from every direct tax for a .

period of fifty years.

‘With regard to other attractions for
the settler, which principally exist
in relation to agricultural and pas-
toral pursuits, without enlarging on
their comparative merits or attempting
to place before my readers any esti-
mates, I may remind them that the
same products cannot be expected to
flourish side by side in a country of
such varying latitude. Olives and
cereals, for example, will grow
together, but the quality of the fruit
yielded by an olive-tree reared on the
same rich ground as is adapted for
cereals will undoubtedly be inferior,
and the oil derived therefrom inferior
also; it will be a forced and not a
natural product of the soil. The finest
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olives indeed are obtained on steep and
dry hill-sides. The culture of the olive
therefore is quite independent of the
question of urrigation; and within a

of six hundred miles there
will naturally be zones, defined with
greaterorlesssharpnees, adapted for the
cultivation of the various products of a
tropical or semi-tropical climate. But it
may not be out of place to note, that
whereas the olive tree can be grown
with tolerable certainty —although
some time, say seven years, must
elapse before it arrives at fruition—
the importation of olives into Mexico
is very considerable. And whereas
there are at present no manufactures
in the country, the duties levied on
articles of foreign manufacture are
quite prohibitory. If my readers
choose to make deductions from these
facts they will do well to assure them-
selves, regarding the former of the
existence of markets for their pro-
duce and of means of transit thereto,
and regarding the latter if any,
and what demand exists for articles
of manufacture. For these and other
reasons, such as the possibility of
over-production and over-competition,
which will destroy any margin of
profit that may originally exist be-
tween the cost of rearing any par-
ticular commodity and the market
price of it when reared, the possible
advent of diseases such as attacked
the coffee-plantations of Ceylon and
the vineyards of Madeira and of other
wine - producing countries, the desir-
ability of a practical acquaintance with
the country of one’s adoption, before
embarking therein one’s fortune and
fortunes, is, I venture to think, most
eminently desirable.

The mountain-range of the penin-
sula is said to be clothed with forest,
consisting for the most part of the
yellow pine and the sugar pine. The
white oak and the red cedar are also
found, but only in smaller quantities.
This region is distinctively named ‘‘ The
Pineries ”’, and consists of prairies or
mésas, as they are called, interspersed
with clumps of trees of various density
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and size. These are situated at a
considerable distance from the scene of
the gold-mining operations, where the
present demand for timber exists, and
a road sufficient for its transport has
already been made. The temptation,
then, to exhaust the woods by reckless
felling to satisfy existing exigencies,
such as the treeless wastes of Bendigo
and other gold-producing centres
exhibit, is sufficiently obvious; and
this would have a disastrous effect
upon the capacity of the mésas to
maintain & remunerative head of
cattle, for which they are in other re-
spects, notably in the absence of the
fierce winter storms which decimate
and sometimes utterly destroy the
young stock in more northern states,
more or less suited. The country, in
short, appears to be adapted for farm-
ing and ranching under conditions
which require careful investigation.
The construction of roads and railways
would do much to elucidate the ques-
tion.

Meanwhile it is important to notice
the attitude of the Mexican Govern-
ment to the proposed settlement. This
is, as we should naturally expect it to
be, distinctly favourable. Provided
that a certain proportion of the settled
population remains Mexican, there is,
under the law of December, 1883, a
long list of articles which may be
imported free of duties by genuine
colonists ; and the nature of these
articles evidently contemplates the
occupation of the country by men
with some capital and, which is equally
if not more desirable, with some ex-
perience. These will husband natural
resources instead of destroying or
exhausting them. The miner cares
little what becomes of the wood or the
water of a country after the one has
timbered his galleries and the other
has sluiced his ore. His verdict, there-
fore, which regards only present needs,
is necessarily a partial one; and it

No. 362.—voL. LxI.

129

requires the deliberate opinion of an
experienced agriculturist to measure
what there may be in the future as
well as what there is in the present.

The value of the orchilla, and the
scene of the head-quarters of this in-
dustry, may perhaps excuse a few
words regarding it. The shipping-
port is Magdalena Bay, a natural
harbour some fifteen miles long by
twelve miles broad, which for security
of anchorage and depth of water will
hold its own in a comparison with the
most spacious harbours of the world.
From this are despatched the bales
into which the orchilla is pressed,
whence they go to England to be used
in the preparation of silk and other
substances. The colouring matter when
used by itself is evanescent, but when
used in combination with indigo, for
example, it forms one of the most
valuable dyeing substances in the
world. The plant itself (the French
orsille) is a parasite which attaches
itself like the lichen to the small trees
and shrubs which grow along the
shore. The profits arising from the
manufacture (for no care in its culti-
vation is required) are enormous ; and
as the plant cannot be propagated,
and as the area of its spontaneous
growth is somewhat limited, not only
in America but in all the habitable
globe, these are not likely for the
present to be disturbed.

That this country will be peopled
somehow, whether advantageously or
not, will soon be shown by the advent
of the Chinaman, who bas already got
concessions both for mining and fish-
ing on the peninsula. Whether it is
a country which may be, or will be,
advantageously occupied by settlers
from Great Britain is a matter which
must be made clear by those who are
interested in its settloment.

GeORGE CADELL.

K



130

THE LATER PLAYS OF BJORNSON.

THE production of “The Doll’s
House” at the Novelty Theatre and
the translation of some other of Ibsen’s
social dramas have aroused in this
country an interest in the Norwegian
dramatist which has not yet been
extended to his fellow-countryman
Bjornson. The latter (if known at
all in England) is known mainly as
the author of lyrics and of stories
of peasant life; his later dramas are
either not read, or read only to be for
the most part condemned. Admirers
of “Synnceve Solbakken were shocked
by ¢ Bankruptey”, just as admirers
of “Brand” and “ Peer Gynt” were
shocked by ¢ Ghosts”. Somewhat
hasty judgments have been passed on
what it is perhaps safer for us at the
present to consider a new form of art.
The position of the social drama in
art must remain undecided until it
is clearly and impartially understood
what the social drama is; and the
following paper is an attempt to con-
tribute to such understanding by an
examination of the later plays of
Bjornson.

In his life and personality Bjornson
offers a striking contrast to Ibsen.
The latter has lived for years abroad ;
the former has never broken his as-
sociations with Norway. The latter
found himself early in opposition to
his countrymen ; the former was their
darling from his first appearance as an
author. He has reflected their idio-
syncrasies,contributed to their journals,
addressed their meetings. He has the
big presence and the confidence of a
popular hero. While Ibsen has lived
alone and silent, detached from every
organisation and society, Bjornson has
identified himself with the life and
hopes of his people. His figure has
been before their eyes and his voice in
their ears. He has conceived the
functions of the poet socially. Like

Milton he is (to use Professor Seeley’s
phrase) a “ bard ”, bent on expounding
“ the best and sagest things among his
own citizens” ; and his office has led
him to the public platform as well as
to the boards of the stage. He is a
preacher as well as an artist, and the
didactic 